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LETTER CCCCXLIX. 


Dear Fanny, 


20 620 U 7 Approbation has encouraged 
mel not only write e you; but for 


I Y ky you, Whenever I either write, or 


ſpeak, I wiſh for no other Eyes, 
0 9 * or Ears, but your's. Your Letter 
has induced me to carry on the ſame polite Sub- 
jeQ with my laſt, in the incloſed. 


A 2 ESSAY 


2 LETTER $ between 


* 
O N 
E NT ER T AIN ME N T. 


Ma, Varro, in a Treatiſe of the Diſpoſition 

and Order of an elegant Banquet, the Choice, 
Condition, and Qualities of the Gueſts, begins 
firſt with their Number, which he ſays ſhould 
not be leſs than the Graces, nor more than the 
Muſes. They ought not to be many, that every 
Perſon may have his Turn to ſpeak, as well as to 
hear. A large Company is ſubject to Noiſe and 
Confuſion ; and a Number of Equals cannot be 
reſtrained within the Bounds of Decency and Reſ- 
pect, toward each other. 

Four Things, he ſays, are requiſite toward an 
elegant Entertainment.---The Gueſts muſt be of 
ſome Quality, well-bred, and well-dreſſed: The 
Place retired from public View, and all Diſtur- 
bances of Paſlengers, or Buſineſs, where the Com- 
pany may hear Nothing, but what proceeds from 
themſelves : The Time convenient, neither too 
late, nor too early; for an early Supper“ fol- 
lows too ſoon upon Dinner, and a late one breaks 
in upon our Hours of Reſt, as well as the Buſineſs 
of the next Day: The Apartment, Attendants, 
and whole Apparatus for the Feaſt, rather neat, 
than fine ; elegant, than rich; and the Enter- 
tainment ſuch as the Invited may afford, each in 


their Turns. 
The 


* The chief Meal, among the Romans, was their 
| or Entertainments, 


Supper ; and all their Bg by. 
were made at Night. 
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The Company ſhould not be great Talkers, 


nor too ſilent; but ingenious Perſons, knowing 
when to ſpeak, and when to liſten ; rather face- 
tious, and witty, than argumentative, or rheto- 
rical, Eloquence is proper for a Senate, and Diſ- 
putation may be neceſſary at the Bar; but a more 
conciſe Expreſſion, and quicker Rapartee, are 
fitter Talents for familiar Converſe. 
The Gueſts ſhould neither be all old, nor all 
young Men ; for the one talk of Nothing but for- 
\mer Times laudatur temporis ai; and the other 
only ſpeak of preſent Debauches, or Amours. 
Upon ſuch Meetings, the old ſhould aſſume an 
| Air of Youth, and the young ought to comport 
themſelves with a pro tempore Gravity ; which 
will bring the Extremes to meet, in .an happy 
and ſocial Medium. A perfect Company ſhould 
be like a Concert of Muſic, where the Thirds, 
| Fifths, and Eights, form the Harmony together. - 
; . Stories ſhould be rarely introduced, becauſe 
| they prevent the Freedom of Converſation too 
long, and may occaſion Diſguſt, three ſeveral 
Ways---By being tedious, common, or ill told. 
| The Diſcourſe ought never to turn upon Politics, 
) private Concerns, or SubjeAs in which any of 
the Company 1s at all intereſted ; for People are 
; apt to argue about ſuch Matters with ſomewhat 
$ ; more Earneſtneſs and Warmth, than may be 
conſiſtent with the Mirth and Chearfulneſs that 
; b 
1 


is chiefly meant to be enjoyed, in ſuch Societies, 

where Nothing ſhould be ipoken of, but fuch 

pleaſing and improving Topics, as Beauty, 

Painting, Muſic, Poetry, or the Antient and 

e Modern Writers: By which charming Themes 
| we may both exercile and exalt our Genius, in- 

ſtead of puzzling and ſtraining the Mind with 

r A 3 obſtruſe 
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obſtruſe Poſitions, or contentious Arguments, 
which ariſe frequently from an Affectation of ſu- 
perior Knowledge, and is the worſt Effect, as 
well as the ſureſt Sign of Self-Sufficiency. Such 
Perſons often conclude themſelves in the Right, 
becauſe others chuſe to ſpare themſelves the idle 
Trouble of proving them in the Wrong; which 
is an Acquieſcence that their opinionated Obſti- 
nacy exacts from modeſt Senſe, and not any 
Manner of Compliment to their vain Under- 
ſtanding. | 
To conclude, every Gueſt ought to be left at 
Liberty, both in Wine, as well as Meat; for it 
is among Men, as among Horſes, the Bridle is 
required to fome, and the Spur to others. 
Here Varro ſeems to have made a falſe Allu- 
ſion ; for the leaving every Body to their Liber- 
„ is an odd Way of reſtraining and ſpurring 
eople. But the obvious Senſe of this Paſlage, 
like many of the antient Writings, 1s different 
from the true Spirit of the Compoſition, What 
he means 1s, that, as every Man knows what 
Pitch agrees beſt with his own Genius and Con- 
ſtitution, he ſhould be left to his Option, either 
to uſe a free, or moderate Glaſs, according as 
his own Judgment or Experience may direct. 
There is a great Deal of Propriety and Deli- 
cacy in theſe Sentiments of Yarro ; which I have 
rather paraphraſed, than tranſlated, by Way of 
Supplement to my Eſſay on Pleaſures, bi cauſe they 
relate to the higheſt Gradation marked upor the 
Scale, there deſcribed, and cloſe with a Maxim, 
which I ſhould be pleaſed to recommend to the 
Attention of our medern World. From what groſs 
Miſtake can it poſſibly ariſe, that to force a Per- 
ſon to an Exceſs of Liquor, ſhall be deemed the 
Higheſt Point of Hoſpitality, while the reſtraining 
him 
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him from over-heating himſelf, in any other Ex- 
erciſe, is accounted among the Kindneſſes of a 
Friend ! Tollite barbarum morem— But it would be 
treating my Readers like drunken Men, to pur- 
ſue ſo obvious an Argument farther. 


R. G. 


— 


LETTER CCCCL. 


My dear FANNx, 


4 * ſame Train of Thought ſtill preſſes 
upon me, and I ſhall once more attempt 
to throw ſome Reflections together, upon a Sub- 
ject of the ſame, or rather higher Delicacy, be- 
ſides being infinitely more home- felt, and inte- 
reſting, than either of the former Topics, in 


AN E 8 8 1 


W E D L O C A 


S I have a juſt Honour for the truly rational 
and virtuous State of Matrimony, which, 
to conſider meerly as a political Inſtitution, I 
look upon to be the beft Scheme for Morals, Po- 
ſterity, and mutual Happineſs, that could poſſi- 
bly be contrived, I ſhall, by Way of Compariſon 
between a married, and a libertine Life, ſhew 
the Advantages that a Miſtreſs has over a Wife, 
A4 not 
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not with the leaſt Deſign of giving a Preference 
to the former, but by Way of aſſiſting the latter to 
frame certain Rules for her own ſafe Conduct, 
through this State of Trial and Probation. 

Men have often been ſaid to be fonder, and 
more under the Influence of Miſtreſſes, than of 
Wives; and, in general, I believe this Obſerva- 
tion to be true, for the following Reaſons : 

Men are apt to flatter themſelves that Women 

ſeldom ſacrifice their Chaſtity, except to Love, 
alone, and fo become the fond Dupes of their 
too credulous Vanity. 


The Lover's Stay is ſhort ; he leaves his Miſ- | 


treſs with Regret, which urges quick Return. 
Their whole Time is paſſed in meeting and part- 
ing Intervals, the tendereſt Moments ofa Lover's 
Life. She fond, and he grateful, mutually con- 
ferring and returning Obligations, the ſtrongeſt 
Cement of endearing Affections. No joint Pro- 
perty, or common Intereſt between them, from 
whence domeſtic Strife too oft ariſes, The Part 
a Miſtreſs has to act, is ſhort ; ſo that leſs Merit 
and Addreſs may enable her to perform it with 
Applauſe. The Miſtreſs exhibits herſelf only en 
the Stage, the Wife is ſeen in the Gr-en-Room. 
She adjuſts her Dreſs, Looks, and Behaviour, 
for the appointed Hour, A Watch may go very 
well, for an Evening, that might loſe Time in 
the whole Day. A Miſtreſs leſſens her Power as 
ſhe approaches to a Wite. A Perſon once told 
me, that he had quitted one, whom he was ven 
then fond of, becauſe ſhe had become ſo interfe- 
ring, and domineering, that he began to find no 
Difference between her and a Wife—except the 
Sin of Fornication, : 
n 
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In ſhort, the Oeconomy of Matrimony, on 
the Wife's Part, ſhould be to imitate the Man- 
ners of a Miſtreſs, in order to preſerve her Em- 

ire. A Friend of mine, ſpeaking to me one 
13 his Wife, aſſured me that ſhe was 
ſo much unlike, one, in every Particular, ſave 
Modeſty, and Oeconomy, that if a Law ſhould 
happen to be framed, to aboliſh Marriage, he 
would court her, again, for a Miſtreſs, 

On the other Hand, Huſbands ſhould be alſo 
careful to keep up a Spirit of Galantry, toward 
their Wives, in order to preſerve, on both Sides, 
that elegant Band of Union, Politeneſs and fond 
Senſations. They ſhould avoid that careleſs and 
ſlovenly Air, which Men are too apt to degene- 
rate into after Marriage. They ſhould even dreſs 
for them, with as much Attention, as when the 
were Lovers, comis in uxorem; for her Chaſtity is 
no Preſervative againſt Diſguſt; and, though 
Virtue alone may inſure the Fidelity of a Wife, 
it muſt be the Huſband's Merits that can retain 
her Affe ions. How unſpirited, how indelicate 
an Obligation, is Duty ſole ! But, united with 
Affection, the Marriage-Knot, like the double 
Ties in Muſic, ſuperadds a briſker Spirit to the 
Concert. 

'The antient Romans had ſo refined a Sentiment, 
with Regard to this Point, that they interdicted 
Donations of Eſtates between Man and Wife, in 
order to prevent their Affections from degenera- 


ting into Obligation, or being influenced by leſs 


free, or generous Principles, than mutual Tender- 
neſs, and præcordial Sympathy. 

Surely, a Wife is an Object worthy of le pe- 
tits ſoins, as well as of the greater Duties; and 
it is by theſe leſſer Aſſiduities, conſtant Attenti- 
ons, and little Offices, tho? all trifling in them- 


A 5 ſelves, 
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Telves, that a ſincere Paſſion manife ts itſe lf, m 


than by the higheſt AQs of Liberality, and 
Kindneſs ; for Love, contrary to every other 
Paſſion, ſhews itſelf more in ſmall Things, than 


min great ones, ö 


henever Perſons begin to betray an Indiffe- 
rence towards theſe ſmaller Cares, one may ven- 
ter to pronounce that their Attachment will not 
long ſurvive; for this delicate Sentiment, like 
Chaſtity, is forfeited totally by the firſt Slip. It 
is Religion; a Failure, in the ſlighteſt Branch, 
is a Breach of the Whole; and injured in the 
moſt diſtant Part, like Achilles, wounded in the 
Heel, it languiſhes--- it expires. 

In fine, I ſhall conclude theſe Reflections, with 
this admirable Advice of Paul. Let thoſe who are 
married, live as thoſe who are not. 

This Paper may be conſidered as a proper Se- 
quel to my two former Eſſays, on Pleaſure, and 
Entertainment; for as far as the ſocial Commerce 
.of Friendſhip excels all the other Enjoyments 
graduated on the Scale, by ſo much,---by infinite- 
ly more, is that tranſcended, by the chaſte Bliſs 
of conjugal Connections; which, like the Union 
of Soul and Body, 1s a mutual Solace, an inter- 
changeable Support, in this Life ; and, like that 
miſtic Context, alſo, a juſt Deportment therein 
affords, moreover, the ſureſt Earneſt, and moſt 
enlivening Hope, of Happineſs hereafter. 


Felices ter, et amplias, 

Duos irrupta tenet copula ; nec malis 
Diuulſus querimoniis, 

Supremd citius ſolvet amor die. 


ry R. G. 


I. K T- 
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LETTER CCCCLI. 


My dear Harry, 


AM charmed with both your Eſſays, as well 
I as the former ; but more particularly with 
the laſt. The Hints in it are well worth the At- 
tention of all Women, who would keep alive the 
veſtal Warmth of a married State. But, what 
pleaſed me moſt, was your concluding the Wri- 
ting with the very Motto you had prefixed to 
The Series, Shall I flatter myſelf ? Yes, I will; 
for this I have a natural Right to, at leaſt, whe- 
ther I deſerve the Compliment, or no. 

E had ſelected three ſtriking Paſſages, from your 
Trio, when I had the Manuſcript, and wrote them 
down in my Pocket-Book. They might be form- 
ed into proper Paragraphs, here, and I ſhall 
therefore ſend you a Copy of them, in this Let- 
ter; and for a 1 Reaſon too, that the only 
Way I can poſſibly equal your Writing, is by 
tranſcribing your own Thoughts and Expreſſion. 

* Oh! my dear Carewe! cried he out, in a 
Rapture, there is ſomewhat in the rich Endow- 
ment of a chaſte Woman's Love, which exceeds 
all human Bliſs.---How low is Ambition, how 
poor are Riches, how inſipid is Pleaſure, when 
void of this enlivening Spirit! Love cannot 
be deemed a diſtinct Paſſion, but rather the in- 
forming Soul of every other Sentiment, or Af- 
fection, in the human Breaſt. It refreſhes La- 
bour, relieves Care, and gives Enjoyment to 
Poſſeſſion. It not only inſpirits our Moral, but 


even Religion 1s but cold Philoſophy without 
it,” 


cc The 


* Chapter XLII, Third Paragraph, 


Ls 
« ©- 
* 
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The Pleaſures I enjoyed in my new State 
of Life, are not to be imagined, but by one who 
has had the Happineſs both to love, eſteem, and 

ſſeſs a Woman of Senſe, Beauty, and Virtue. 

was then ſenſible, for the firſt Time of my 
Life, of a certain ſolid and permanent Joy; 
for the Happineſs of Marriage, like the Intereſt 
of Money, ariſes from a regular and eſtabliſhed 
Fund.---Libertines ſquander the Principal, and ſo 
become Bankrupts.”+ 

% For, oh! I loved her to the laſt Moment of 
her Exiſtence, with tenfold the Ardour with 
which I firſt received her virgin Sacrifice to my 
longing Arms. For where true virtuous Paſſion 
is, the Torch of Hymen but ſinges the Wings of 
Cupid, and anneals his Arrows.” t 

You deſerve a Statue, with the Torch of Hy- 
men in your Hand, to be erected to you, for theſe 
three Paragraphs; and I would have the Paſſages 
inſcribed on the Pedeſtal. Indeed I do not know 
any Perſon, who has done more Honour to this 
happy State, both by their Life, and Writings, 
than yourſelf; and my deareſt Harry has quelled 
one female Vice in his frail Fanny, by placing her 
above the Temptation of envying any other Wo- 
man alive, 


Adieu ! my Hymen. 
Frances. 


L E T- 


+ Chapter XLV. Fourth Paragraph. 
t Chapter LIII. latter Part of the ſecond Para- 


graph, 


Y Fa . 
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LETTER CCCCLIE 
My dear Fanny, 


I Received your flattering Letter, your Vote, 
your Decree, or Apatheoſts, for my Exaltation. 
Nay there is Something more generous, in your 
Compliment, even than all this, according to 
Congreve's Feu de Mols, 


For, to forget what we beſtow, 
* Beſpeaks a noble Mind.” 


You really ſeem to forget that the whole Me- 
rit, of the ſecond Paragraph quoted, in your laſt 
Letter, conſiſts in the Simile, and that this is 
entirely your own, You threw it out, ſome 
Years ago, in a general Converſation upon this 
Subject; and, though it ſtruck me at the Time, 
I never recollected it ſince, ?till it happened to oc- 
cur to my Mind, when I was writing the Paſſage 
where I have introduced it. I thought it no Pla- 
giariſm, to borrow from you---When ſhall I be 
able to pay ? But our Stock of Wit, as well as 
Property, is the Common of Two And who can 
determine whoſe Thought it is, 


Where Words meet Words, ere from 
the Lips they part, | 

And each warm Wiſh ſprings mutual from 
* the Heart?” 


However, I ſhall always be ſo far honeft, as 
to own the Debt, at leaſt, tho I cannot pay it; 
and ſhall therefore acknowledge to the Publick, 
when I print The Triumvirate, that the Poem, in 
Chapter XXXVIII. the other in the XI. Vth 
Chapter, and the pathetic Soliloquy, in Chapter 


LIV. were all wrote by you, not to * 
this 
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this Work, but long before thrown out, upon 
Feelings of your own, and occaſionally introdu- 
ced here, and that ry fairly too, without any 
Plagiariſm at*all, as I ſhall be ever proud to ac- 
knowledge, that I drew the amiable CharaQer 
of Mrs. Andrews, to whom theſe Writings are 
imputed, from yourſelf. 

There is another Particular too that I ſhall 
ſtill be more proud to publiſh to the World; 
which 1s, that the very Day after you had written 
the laſt of theſe Papers, the Duke and Ducheſs 
of Bedford, to whom Diſtreſs alone is ſufficient 
Merit, without any other Recommendation than 
our Story, hinted at in the Series, had provided 
us with, moſt generouſly and diſintereſtedly took 
us both under their Patronage and ProteQton. It 
were ſurely a Plagiariſm of the moſt criminal Na- 
ture, a Theft in Gratitude, not to acknowledge 
the Obligations we owe to Humanity, Benevo- 
lence, or Liberality. This is the only Way we 
can repay ſuch Debts ; which has this happy Ef- 
fect, at the ſame Time, to leſſen the Weight, 
without weakening the Senſe of them. 


The grateful Mind, by owing, owes not, 
But ſtands, at once, indebted, and diſcharged,” 


Adieu | my Frances. 
Henry. 


N. B. The Note, purpoſed in this Letter, was not 
inſerted in the Triumvirate, becauſe the Author did 
got put his Name to the Book. 


LET 
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LETTER, CCCCLIIL 


Dear FANN x, 

SE T out on my Journey, Yeſterday, upon 

the Credit of the Almanac. I depended on 
the Weather's becoming fair, on the Change of 
the Moon, and was heartily ſouſed, for ſo igno- 
rant a Preſumption. How could fo vulgar an 
Error maintain it's Ground fo long? To combat 
it by Philoſophy, would be too great a Condeſcen- 
ſion. *Tis a Remain of judicial Aſtrology, and 
the only one that ſtill impoſes upon the Prejudi- 
ces-of Mankind. 

The Frequency of the Coincidence of the 
Changes, has been remarked, but not the greater 
Frequency of their failing. Though, ſurely, 
one Inſtance of the latter, ſhould be ſufficient to 
overturn five Hundred of the former ; for what- 
ever operates in Nature, as a Cauſe, produces a 
certain and conſtant Effect. 

But there is an additional Perverſeneſs in 
adhering to this Prognoſtic, becauſe a favourable 
one, for *tis the ungrateful Diſpoſition of Man- 
kind, to remember Calamities, more than 
Bleſſings, and *tis this which occaſions bad 
Omens to be oftener recorded, than gocd ones. 
Every Perſon who has rode Journies, can recol- 
le& when the Wind has been in his Face, but 
forgets how often it has been in his Poop. 

Thoſe only who travel by Night, may con- 
ſult the Moon, for it ſometimes gives us fair 
Nights, but never fair Days. 


Farewel, 


Henry. 


8 L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCLIV. 


Dear HARR, 
I HAVE met with the higheſt Suprize and Mor- 

tification this Week, that you can imagine. 
*Tis impoſſible for you ever to gueſs it. Nay, 
how ſhall I tell it to you, or in what Words ex- 
preſs it ? 

The Reſt of this Page I ſhall leave a Blank. — 
The Tale, would blot it. — And do, my Harry, 
indulge me. — Lay down this Letter on your 
Table, and amuſe yourſelt, for a Minute or two 
in - Wat and Wonder, before you look for- 
war 
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In ſhort, our Veſtal in Nature, for, as Ninon 
fays, I never denied the Virtues of Conſtitu- 
© tion,” has lately, to the Aſtoniſhment of us all, 
had a Flame lighted up in her Breaſt, but of a 
moſt unveſſal Kind. That Malabarian Wife,“ 
who I thought would have ended her Life in the 
firſt Ad of the Epbęſian Matron, has already begun 
the ſecond, even before her Huſband's Death. 
Our cold Diana has become a burning Hecatẽ, 
at laſt. In fine, this Pattern of conjugal Love, 
has, within theſe few Days, conceived an im- 
promtu Paſſion for a Recruiting Officer, ſhe ac- 
cidentally met with in this Town. 

He is young, and handſome, and agreeable, 

to be ſure ——you'll ſay, Not a Word of all this. 
The Man is plain in his Perſon, middle aged, one 
who has lived faſt, civil, but of remarkable- 
Taciturnity. 
Her Behaviour toward him, is the moſt remark- 
able Thing I ever ſaw. So much fo, that B—- 
and F „ Who are no great Obſervers, 
have taken Notice of it. I have already deſcribed 
him, and you know ſhe is yet pretty, and till 
young. And yet one would imagine, to ſee them 
together, that they had not only exchanged Per- 
ſons, but Sexes alſo; for I really think ſhe ra- 
ther appears the Courtier, in her Manners. 

If there is, in the Secrets of Nature, ſuch a 
Power as Faſcination, our poor unhappy Friend 
muſt certainly have fallen a Victim to it, I ab- 
ſolutely cannot expreſs the Concern and Mor- 
tification I ſuffer, upon this alarming Occaſion. 


After a Dozen Years of mutual Happineſs, with 
| an 


* The Widows of Malabar burn themſelves on 
their Huſbands' Funeral Pile. 
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an Huſband of her own Choice, and who is fond 
of her, even to Weakneſs ! 


© Rebellious Hell ! 
© If thou can'ſt mutiny in a Matron's Bones, 
* To flaming Youth let Virtue be as Wax, 
And melt in it's own Fires | 


I cannot help loving her, with all her Faults 
and Foibles ; I did not think I had fo great an 
Affe ction for her, as I have been ſenſible of ſince 
this Adventure ; but perhaps my Fear and Pity - 
for her, may have added to my Tenderneſs, I 
intreat that my dear Harry may ſpeedily return 
hither, to aſſiſt me with his Counſel, or reſcue 
her by his ConduQ, 


Adieu ! 


Frances. 


6 


eee. 


AM as much concerned as you can be, at 

the Hint you give, but not ſo much ſurprized. 
'The Philoſophy or Caprice of Nature, in this 
Matter, may be ſeen in the CXXXIXth 
Chapter of the Trio, You'll read it with twice 
the Intelligence you did at firſt, after this Ex- 
ample. h 

However, this is the laſt Miſdemeanour I ſhould 
ever have ſuſpected her of. I always thought 
her too phlegmatic for Paſſion, eſpecially ſo fro- 
lic a one. But--- read my Chapter, and ceaſe 
your Wonder. She has ſome Merits, however, 


which give me Concern for her. I am afraid 
I cannot 
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I cannot dignify them with the Title of Principles, 
or Qualities, but, by Way of Diſtinction, let us 
call them Faculties or Qualifications, She 1s capa- 
ble ſometimes of ating at leaſt, an humane, or 
friendly Deed. I have known her give Alms, 
without Charity, and be liberal without Gene- 
roſity. 1 


* And made a Widow happy for a Whim? 


I wiſh there were more ſuch CharaQers in the 
World; for the outward and viſeble Sign, is ſuffi- 
cient for all the Purpoſes of this Life. The in- 
ward and ſpiritual Grace, is the Buſineſs of another. 

As to this Epbefian Soldier, this modern Ereſ- 
tratus, who has ſet Fire to our Diana's Fane, 
I think him by no Means to blame. His Con- 
dition, both in Love and War, 1s that of Adven- 
ture. He ſees a pretty Woman, of Family and 
Fortune, within a few Months of being a join- 
tured Relit; and if he can bear away the Pre, 
I really think he 1s to be commended far it. 
And, as to the Lady herſelf, ſhe has &en as 
a Chance of being happy, as the String of 
Widows bewitched, who have lately taken the 
ſame Route before her. 

I ſhall return to you n Thurſday next, to 
Dinner.--- Till then, 


Adieu ! 
Henry. 
LE. 
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LETTER CCCCLVL 


Dear FaxwNy, The Farm. 


T has ſhocked me, to the higheſt Degree, to 

ſee our amiable Friend, Mr. N - 
greatly declining in his Health every Day. He 
has reſigned his Fmployment to his Son, which 
was a prudent Step in the farſt Inſtance, and a 
well ſpirited one in the ſecond, as he has marked 
it to me, by ſaying, that he feared left his hea- - 
vy Diſorders might, in Time, fo far affect his 
Intellects, as to deprive him of that Readineſs 
and Addreſs in Buſineſs, for which he has ever 
yet been diſtinguiſhed, by the Board to winch he 


belongs. 


Let me not live, quoth he, 

© After my Flame lacks Oil: to be the Snuff 
Of younger Spirits, whoſe apprehenſive Senſes, 
All but new Things diſdain.' 


His Chearfulneſs is admirable (till, and all the 
Intervals his aſthmatic Cough allows him, are 
paſſed in Sallies of Humour and Laughter. He 
has got Butler's Romains, E and ſeems highly de- 
lighted with his Charaftere, He has amuſed himſelf 
theſe two Days, with writing ſome Things in 
the ſame Way, which are really well enough; 
but there is one of them, ſtiled the Man-Midwife, 
that has more Wit and Archneſs in it, than any 
Thing of that Kind in Butler. I would ſend it 
to you, but that there are ſome Paſlages in it, 
too free to communicate to you. 


He 


* The Author of Hudibras. 


Earn BE oe SAD. oo 
' 
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He is, to take bim all in all, by much the moſt 
agreeable and amiable Man that &er my Conver- 


ſation coped withal.---I have known ſome few en- 


tertaining Perſons, and ſome fewer worthy ones, 
but never met with any Man, who ever united 
theſe two Merits ſo happily together. + 

I hope that his Receſs from Buſineſs, with a 
total Devotion of his Thoughts and Time, to 
the wholeſom and exhilerating Amuſements of his 
Farm and Gardens, may ſoon reſtore him to his 
Health again, and long, long, preſerve the na- 
tive Vigour of his Mind. Amen, my dear Friend. 


Adieu, my Wife, my Miſtreſs, and my Friend ! 


Henry. 


LETTER CCCCLVII. 


Dear Harry, 


p [ \HE Account you give me of our dear 

Friend, has raiſed the higheſt and moſt 
tender Concern in my Regard for him. Theſe 
Sentiments have difated, I wiſh 1 could ſay in- 


ſpired, the following Stanzas, which I leave you 


at Liberty to preſent to him, in my Name, if 
your uſual Partiality, to every Thing of mine, 
ſhall think them worth his Peruſal. 


An 


+ See Letter CCCVI, of the Series. 
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An HYMN to HEALTH. 


C OME, fair Hygea ! blooming Maid, 
My ardent Prayer attend : 
Quick let me ſupplicate thy Aid, 
Not.for myſelf, but Friend. 


Oh, roſe-lip'd Goddeſs ! could I tell 
His Worth for whom I ſue; 

Thou ſtill wouldſt in his Boſom dwell, 
His well-ſpent Life renew. 


Truth, Honour, Friendſhip, all combine, ad 
I' implore thy Aid, with me, 1 
Theſe, as he ſickens, alſo pine, 
So ſtrong their Sympathy 


Now I don't like theſe Lines ſo well as I did 
Half an Hour ago. What a Difference there is 
between writing with the Warmth of a Friend, 
and reading with the Coolneſs of a Critic. 'The 
copying of them out has given me Leiſure to 
dwell on each Period. But you have them, and 
diſpoſe of them as you pleaſe. 


Adieu ! 


Frances. 


L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCLVIIL 


Dear FAN Nx, The Farm. 


I RECEIVED your too few Stanzas. I think 
them pretty, affecting, and unaffected. But 
I am — = in the firſt Circumſtance you menti- 
on; for I read every Line of your's, with the 
Warmth of a Friend. 1 preſented them to whom 
inſcribed. He ſeemed pleaſed and flattered with 
them; but ſaid Nothing, as is often his Way. He 
took the Paper in his Hand, and walked into the 
Garden, returned in about a Quarter of an Hour ; 
and fitting down to his Deſk, ſoon after reached 
me the following Lines. 


Why ſupplicate Hygea, charming Maid, 
When thy own Merits may ſupply her Aid ? 
Hygea is Minerva, ſprung frem | Tray 

His Brain erſt entient with the Fruits of Love. 
With each beſt Attribute thy Worth may roll, 
The Daughter's Wiſdom, and the Father's Soul. 


A; Iv. 


He then defired me to return you his moſt 
grateful Thanks, for the Kindneſs of your poe- 
tical Wiſhes ; but that if they ſhould not prevail, 
he ſaid, it would be great Conſolation to him, 
in his laſt Moments, if you would promiſe to 
write his Epitaph. 

The Subject "ufeQed me, He is grown worſe 
within theſe three Days. I walked out of the 


Room. 
I diſputed 
* Pregnant, 
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I diſputed the Word entient, in the above 
Lines, with him, as not being of DiQionary Au- 
thority ; but he ſaid, that the Liberty of Lan- 


guage would admit it, and that he could not re- 
colle& any other Phraſe, which would expreſs 
the Senſe in that Paſſage. 1 offered him the 
Word enceinte +, but he rejected it. He ſaid, that 
where our own Tongue was not rich, or copi- 
ous enough, to ſupply us with adequate Terms, 
it was much better to furniſh ourſelves out of the 
dead Languages, than poorly to borrow them 
from any of the beggarly living ones. I think 
him right. 


Adieu | 
Henry. 


— 


LETTER OOO. 
Dear Fanny, The Farm, 


HIS is a very melancholic Houſe to me, and 

to me only : every one elſe in it ſeems to 

be chearful, and even the Object of my Concern 

the moſt ſo of any. The Reſt of the Family ap- 

pear to be inſenſible of his Danger, and he him- 

ſelf rejoices in it; ſo that I am left to mourn 
alone. 

We were walking together, this Morning, in 
his Garden. Several handſome Equipages paſſed 
us by.—At laſt an Her/e came in Sight. There, 
ſaid he, is the grandeſt, and moſt enviable Car- 


riage of them all; the happy Tenant of that 
50 Dome 


+ A French Adjective of the ſame Meaning. 


Henry and Frances. 23 


Dome is more independent than any Prince 
alive. He has no Wants, no Ails, nor fears he Po- 
verty, nor dreads Oppreſſion ; and ſurely, conclu- 
ded he, in his uſual Play of Fancy, and Turn of 
Words, that muſt be deemed the moſt ?riumpbal 
Car, which ſets us above the World,” | 

Such Reflections as theſe, which he makes 
every Day, are not ſo much the Thing that gives 
me an Apprehenſion of his near Departure ; but 
he has betrayed one infallible Sign of it, and one 
which ſhews, remarkably, the Goodneſs of Pro- 
vidence, at the ſame Time. He tells me, he 
has loſt all Manner of Reliſh and Delight in his 
Gardens, his Plantations, his Children, and his 
Wite, of late. You know how ſtrong his Paſ- 
ſion always has been, for every one of theſe. 
The Wife of his Youth, the Companion of his 
Age, the Children of his Love, the Gardens of his 
Creation, with the Improvements of his Fancy, 
within one ſhort Month, are rendered taſteleſs all. 

Admirable and divine Oeconomy ! While the 
Circumſtances or Connexions of this. Life, can 
adminiſter to our Uſe or Happineſs here, our 
Fondneſs for them continues; but when they are 
about to loſe their Uſes to us, when a continued 
Paſſion for them would but diſturb our laſt Mo- 
ments, we begin, ourſelves, to grow indifferent 
toward them. 

I don't pretend to ſay that this is the Caſe, on 
Occaſions of ſudden, or violent Death. Theſe 
are but Accidents, againſt which no Proviſion 
could, or, perhaps, ought to have been made; 


but I affirm it, in the natural Courſe of Decay, 


either from Sickneſs or Age, where the Mind and 
Body wear out equally together. 
Vor. IV. B What 
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What a Loſs ſhall I have of him ! He is the 
only Friend, that Age or Diftemper hasleft me 
now, It was my Feelings for him that dictated 
the ſecond Chapter of the Triumvirate. Tis 
too late in Life for me, to contract other fond 
and firm Connexions. The only Conſolation I 
have left is, that, by the Courſe of Nature, you - 
muſt outlive me. 


Amen, and Adieu |! 


Henry. 


LETTER CCCCLXA. 


Dear FaNNy, The Farm. 


ESTERDAY I walked to Dublin, round 
Y through Finglas, Ballygowley, Johnſtown, 
Glaſnevin, and Drumcondra. It was extremel 
pleaſant, but fatiguing. The Sort of Thought 
and Reflection the Mind naturally falls into in ſo- 
litary Walks or Rides, is moſt charmingly roman- 
tic and entertaining. How very amuſing ſome- 
times, to rove, at Random, through the Fair 
Fields of Imagination, without the Check or 
Reſtraint of Reaſon or Philoſophy! I am in Poſ- 
ſeſſion of the two great Secrets of Alchymy, the 
Grand Elixir, and the Philoſopher's Stone. I have 
given Elaſticity to arid Fibres, ara Affluence to 
Indigence. I have diſcharged the whole Debt of 
England, and purchaſed a free Trade for Ireland. 
And in the Place of thoſe public Funds, that 
owe their Eſtabliſhment, to the Poverty of the 
Nation, I have formed others, upon it's Riches. 
Such as the Heath Stock, the Mountain Stock, the 
River 
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River Fund, the Mine Fund, the Fen's Fund, &c 
being certain Companies, or Societies, of monied 
Men, formed, by Government, for the Improve- 
ment of Agriculture, the Reclaiming of Moors, 
Mountains, and Commons, the Working of Mines, 
and rendering Rivers navigable. ' In fine, from a 
Borrower, the State is now become a Purchaſer. 


I have framed an Anpbyctionic Council, to pre- 


ſerve the Peace of Europe, and have gone a great 
Way, toward compleating the univerſal Happineſs 
of Mankind. 

This moral Exerciſe of the Fancy, as it may 
juſtly be called, is really ſerviceable to the Health, 
both of Body and Mind. It lulls all the turbu- 
lent Paſſions to Sleep; Pride, Envy, Jealouſy, 
Rage, &c. and awakens the tender Senſations of 
Love, Pity, Benevolence, and Charity. This 
makes the Blood to flow temperately through the 
Veins, and the ſoft Tide of Humanity to roll it's 
— Milk and Honey, through the expanding 

eart, 

Such Contemplations, ſuch warm Wiſhes of 
Benignity, invigorate our Virtue, and ſtrengthen 
Nature, by Habit. Benevolence is complete in 
the Will, a Deficiency of Power, renders it im- 
perfect, only in the Act. 


Adieu | 
Henry. 


0 8. Our Friend ſtill continues ill, and chear- 
ful. 


B 2 1 
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LETTER CCCCLAI. 


Dear F ANN, Dublin. 


"LEFT the Farm this Morning, and took a 
Ride of about ten Miles, round the Environs 
of this City. The Day was fine, and the Ver- 
dure of the Fields and Trees extremely rich 
and beautiful. This is not the natural Complex- 


ion of the Soil; for all the Lands, for many 


Miles round the Town, are originally poor. But 


the Culture of the Earth, like the Cultivation of 


the Mind, gives all the Appearances of a native 
Vigour, to both. 

I called in at ſome of the Gardens of the Flo- 
riſts, in my Ride, and was ſurprized to ſee the 
Revolution which has happened within theſe ſeven 
Years, in the Caprices of theſe Virtuoſo's; for had 
it been a true Taſte, it would have ever remained 
the ſame. All Flowers, which happened to have 
any Degree of Fragrancy in them, are expelled 
from the modern Stages, as Weeds, and thoſe on- 
ly dignified with a Pot, and allowed a Place on 
their "Thrones, that have no other Merit, but Co- 
lour alone. I ſuppoſe, that among ſuch Adepts, 
an eaſtern Pearl would {nk infinitely in it's Va- 
lue, if, with it's orient Luſtre, it ſhould unhap- 
pily have contracted an orient Flavour alſo: Or, 
5s might raiſe it's Price, meerly be- 


ed myſclt Yeſterday Evening at-the Farm, 
with reading ſome of Butler's Remains, and I there 


met with a Sentiment of my own, mentioned in 
one 


7 
42 
1 
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one of my Letters in the Series t, where I make a 
Senſe of Shame the diſtinguiſhing CharaQeriſtic 
of Human Nature. This rather pleaſed than 
mortified me ; for I would always rather think 
with Juſtneſs, than with Novelty. 
However, this Thought is as new in me as 1t 
was in him, though he happened to hit upon it 
before me ; for our Letters were publiſhed, long 
before theſe Manuſcripts appeared in Print. 


Adieu | 
Henry. 


ts. Dn 1 —_ 1 —— 


LETTER CCCCLXIL 


Dear Harry, 
HAVE ſuffered a great Deal, for theſe ten 
Days paſt. Mr. W has been from 
Home, and conſequently I could not receive your 
Letters incloſed to him. But he returned this 
Morning, and has ſufficiently repaid my Impa- 
tience and Anxiety, by giving me four of them, 
at once. 
What an happy Turn of Mind are you poſſeſſ- 
ed of ! Every Incident, every Circumſtance in 
Lite, which would paſs unmarked by others, 


furniſhes you with ſome Occaſion of moral or phi- 


lolophic Reflection. St. Evremond ſaid of Madame 
de PEncls, that ſhe would die of Nothing but Re- 
fleAions ; I think this Chara&er more peculiarly 
yorr's than any Perſon's I ever met with. I envy 
it to you. *Tis pleaſant, improving, and uſe- 
tul ; tor Reaſon, like poliſhed Steel, muſt be 

B 3 kept 


+ The laſt Paragraph of Letter CLXXIX, 
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kept bright by Uſe; if ſuffered to lye by, it will 
ruſt ſooner than a baſer Metal. Ha! I vow I am 
-pleaſed with my laſt Sentence. I flatter myſelf 
that it ſounds as if you had ſaid it yourſelf ; but 
it is enough that it is in your Stile, at leaſt. 

The Amuſements of Caftle-Building, have 
been often mine, as well as your's; but I am 
afraid I have not ſo high a Pleaſure in it. . I do 
not give into the Delirium enough. As for In- 
ſtance, now my ProjeQs for paying of Debts, 
have never yet gone farther, than how to diſcharge 
our own. Inſtead of a free Trade for Ireland, 
my whole Thoughts have been turned upon ob- 
taining a free Ingreſs and Egreſs for you, to and 
from your own Houſe. As for the grand Secret 
of prolonging Life, all my Wiſhes have ended, 
in preſerving what remains of it, from Sickneſs 
or Pain, not from Decay. To conclude, the only 

byHionic Council I ever framed, was anAlliance 
with Reaſon and Religion, in order to preſerve 
the Peace of my own Breaſt. This, I muſt confeſs, 
was beginning at the wrong End of Imagina- 
tion, and diſſolving the Charm, by bringing about 
Events too near to Truth, Poſſibility and Nature. 

Pray return my Thanks to Mr. N--- for his po- 
lite Lines : but tell him that the Over-payment 
of a Preſent, always ſtops the generous Hand. 
He ſeems to be ſenſible of this himſelf too, by 
defiring Nothing more of the ſame Kind from 
me, till after his Death. But indeed, that ſad 
Event would, I am afraid, render me rather a 
Statue for his Tomb, than a Poet for his Elegy. 
Health and Happineſs to him, and you. 


Adieu |! 
Frances. 


I. K Fo 
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LETTER CccCLXIII. 


Dear FANNx, 
AMUSED myſelf, this Morning, with form- 
ing a Deſign of writing a third Volume to the 
Triumvirate, which ſhould conſiſt chiefly of the 
Memoirs, Character, and Deſcription of Biogra- 
pber Trighpb, in which ſhould occaſionally be in- 
troduced ſome curious Anecdotes of Perſons well 
known, which I fancy would entertain the Public. 
After I had formed the whole Plan in my 
Mind, I took it into my Head, according to the 
Obſervation, that the firſt Thing in Intention, is 
always the laſt in Execution, to begin at the lat- 
ter End; and accordingly digeſted the incloſed 
Chapter, by Way of Concluſion to the three 
Volumes. 
Keep it for me, as I have made no Copy of it. 


Adieu ! 


Henry. 
EPL EW 0-H 


Perhaps it may be a Matter of great Satisfac- 
tion, both co my courteous and curious Readers 
too, to be let a little into the Secret who Meſ- 
ſieurs Andrews, Beville, Carewe and Triglyph 
are, And this I chuſe to explain by a Riddle, 
Ignotum per Ignotum, Which, tho? a Paradox in 
common Senſe, I have reſolved upon, for that 
very Reaſon, 

For albeit, I have but a middling Capacity for 
the ordinary Affairs - Life, perhaps I was never 


4 yet 
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wn tranſcended, in any Thing of an extraordinary 

ature, My Motto has ever been, Minimus in 

Minimis, et Maximus in Maximis; and by this 

deep Device, of thus expounding a Myſtery, enig- 

matically, I muſt certainly be allowed to have out- 

3 Hulcbinſen, the myſtical Hebræan, 
1mfelf. | 


As per EXAMPLE. 


Ro 1 0-0 L.E 


Dic —— Et eris mibi magnus Apollo, 


We had a common Father, and one Mother, 
And yet among us we had neꝰer a Brother; 
The fame Food nouriſhed us from infant Youth, 
Yet never took I Morſel from their Mouth ; 
Their Raiment was the ſole I could command, 
And yet I ne'er wore Cloaths at Second-hand ; 
Their Wives, tho” chaſte, I till enjoy at Will, 
They mine—all fair—yet neither does an III; 
My Children theirs? too, and their? mine——but 


yet, 
In this a Baſtard we did ne'er beget. 
Reſolve this Riddle, Reader, and your Gains 
Shall be to have your Labour for your Pains. 


SOLUTION, 


By the CxITICAL REVIEWERS. 
Alius et idem. 


The Rights of Friends have highly been extolled, 
Fer each to each a ſccand Self is called. 
A fonder Title your Connexions claim, 


For ſecond Selves ye are not. — But the ſame. 
And 
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And now, ſince this deep Myſtery has been ſo 
learnedly developed, tis full Time for me to take 
my Leave of the Public, and ſubſcribe myſelf, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, your much obliged, and 
moſt obedient Servant, to command. 


B. T. A 1 
POSTSCRIPT. 


There are not indeed, ſo many Initials in my 
Title, as in the myſterious Signature of the anci- 
ent and moſt benevolent Order, of the Friendly 
Brothers ;, H. F. H. P. S. S. G. G. K. or H. H. 
P. S. R. K. C. K. Sc. But with Deference to 
his Grand Benevolence, and to the Grand Maſter 
of Free Maſons alſo, be it ſpoken, I will be bold 
to affirm, that there is more Cordiality, and real 
Good-will, in my fingle Society, than in both of 
the other Orders, put together. 

And upon this Hint, it has juſt now occurred 
to me, to inſtitute a " dirjund? Aſſociation, more 
univerſal, and inore permanent, than either of 
the former; which ſhall be ſtiled the Primitive 
Order of Self; whoſe Numbers will be the Gene- 
rality of Mankind, and whoſe Tie can be diſ- 
ſolved by Death alone. 


Valete et plaudite, 


— 
_— 


LETTER CCCCLXIV, 


Dear FANN v, 
HAVE had a Preſent made me, by Couſin 


M , of two entertaining Volumes, in 


French, ſtiled Contes Moraux, which I ſhall carry 
to you, in a few Days, and think it would be 
8 5 ſome 
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ſome Amuſement to you to tranſlate them, A 
Work of this Kind, will not bear a vulgar Tran- 
flation, it muſt be done by a Perſon who is capa- 
ble of writing Engliſh with Elegance and Propri- 
ety ; for the Style, Language, and Turn of Ex- 
preſſion are the chief Beauties of a Compoſition 
of this Kind; and I am very ſure that the Tranſla- 
tor of Ninon muſt be able to do it Juſtice. 

But leſt ſo formal a Title, as Moral Tales, 
might injure the Sale of your Book, among mo- 
dern Readers, you muſt advertiſe them that the 
alarming Epithet of Moral is, by no Means, here 
intended in a ſtrict ethic Senſe, but is to be under-- 
ſtood rather according to the French Expreſſion, 
petites Morales, or the leſſer Morals, reſpeQing 
Manners, only. 

Our Author does not, like Heraclitus, fall into 
a Paſhon of Grief, at the Vices and Immorali- 
ties of Mankind, but, like Demacritus, into a Fit 
of Laughter, only, at their Follies and Caprices. 
In the firſt Tale, * for Inſtance, he expoſes the 
romantic Notion of pure, diſintereſted Love, 
ſhews the Paſſion, as Ninon does, to be a mixed Af- 
fection, and humourouſly ridicules the Vanity and 
Preſumption of thoſe who expect, or imagine 
themſelves to be loved, meerly for themſelves, 
alone. 

Some other Weakneſs, or Error, not Vice, is 
made the Subject of every Tale, throughout 
theſe Writings : I ſhould therefore chuſe rather 
to intitle them Foibles, than Morals, leſt the lite- 
ral Interpretation of Contes Meraux, ſhould not 
canvey, or rather might lead one into a Miſtake, 
with Regard to the Scope, and Spirit of this 
Work. 

But the Reader is not here to expect Richard- 
ſenian, or „or Narratives. The 


French 


* The Alcibiades, 
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French Fabuliſt has too much Life and Fancy, 
for ſuch tedious Winter Evening Tales, 


«* Vexing the dull Ear of a drouſy Man.” 


The Stories of Marmontel, are rather Moments, 
than Memoirs, reſembling ingenious Converſati- 
ons, intermixed with curious Anecdotes, among a 
Set of polite and ſenſible Company of both Sexes, 
in an Afternoon—paſſed without Cards. 

The Whole is formed upon a Plan intirely new, 
and conducted with moſt admirable Contrivance, 
Wit, Spirit, and Gaiety. Come, ſpread your 
Paper, ſharpen your Wit, nib your Pen, and a- 
way with it. 


Adieu | 


Henry, 


LETTER CCCCLXV. 


Dear HarRy, 


I HAVE received your Triglyph Riddle, and 
confeſs I like it extremely. Tis the firſt Eſ- 
ſay of the Kind, I ever knew you attempt, in my 
Life. What J particularly like in it, is, that it 
is comical, without being arch. I wiſh I could 
ſay ſo much of ſome Chapters, in the former Part 
of the Work. | 

I am impatient for Marmontel's Tales, but for 
the Amuſement of reading them, only. I am no 


Tranſlator, by Profefſion,-It was by meer Ac- 
| cident 
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cident I happened to fall into an Eſſay of this 
Kind, It was to oblige our lively Friend of Kil- 
fane, who has every Thing of the French Wo- 
man about her, but the Language. — She found 
me delighted with the Memoirs of PFncles, and 
wanted to have the ſame Pleaſure communica- 
ted to herſelf. 

The Succeſs of that Work, notwithſtanding a 
Falio of Preſs Errata to a Duodecimo, did, I own, 
encourage me to undertake ſome other Work of 
the ſame Kind, but before I could get the French 
Books from England, I read Advertiſements of 


them in the London Papers, notifying their be- _ 


ing then under Tranſlation, by an able Hand, for P. 
Vaillant, or T. Becket, and P. A. de Hondt, or 
ſome other Traducer of the French Language, as 
I term it in my Preface to Ninn. t 

Now I have ſeen ſome of theſe able-hand Pro- 
ductions, which, at the beſt, had always two 
Faults : Meerly a D:ifionary Knowledge of the 
French or Italian, they tranſlated from, and a 
vulgar Ignorance of the Engliſh Language. 

A Gentleman told me that in ſome of the 
blind Alleys, of the City of London, he has ſeen 
ſuch Labels as this, ſtuck up ---Here lives A. B. 
Scrivener, and T ranſlator from the foreign Languages. 
Theſe Hackneys are paid ſo much per Sheet for 
tranſlating Poems, Plays, or Modeles des Conver- 
ations, as they are for copying out Bills or Afions 
in Chancery.---What horrid Stuff muſt they give 
us! And yet there is no hetpins one's ſelf ; for 
ſhould any Perſon be every Way capable of exe- 
cuting ſuch a Work, to Advantage, he would 
never be able to ſell off the ſmalleſt Impreſſion of 


it.— The Bcok has been in every one's Hands, al- 


ready, 


t Page 151, Engliſh Edition, 
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ready, and there are but few People nice enough 
to go to the Expence of a good Edition, after hav- 
ing paid for a bad one. And as for the Genera- 
lity of Readers, a Story is a Story, a Tranſlati- 
on, a Tranſlation, and few are capable of judging 
between a good one, and a bad. 

Therefore, good Mr. Taſk-Maſter, I beg to be 
excuſed from taking Pains, without Profit; for 
Praiſe alone was never any Ambition of mine; 
I was firſt dragged into Print, without my Con- 
ſent, and continue till ſo averſe to the unfemi- 
nine Vanity of a literary Name, that Nothing, 
but the vulgar Conſideration of Pounds, Shil- 
lings, and Pence, ſhall ever bribe me to enter the 
Lifts again. 


* No Hireling ſhe, no Proſtitute for Praiſe.” 
The laſt Part is true, but not the firſt —— 80 fare 
you well, till Friday next, when I know you are 


under an Engagement to return to your fond, 
but puſillanimous 


Frances. 


e 24.4. WM -. WF Mm — 
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LET TE RR CCCCLEXVI. 


Dear Fanny, Dublin. 
PAID a Viſit to Couſin M „To- day, 


whom I have not ſeen, ever ſince the firſt 
Edition of the Series, was publiſhed. She ſaid 
ſeveral polite Things, upon the Subject, and ad- 
ded, that though ſhe was better pleaſed with 
them, than a Stranger could poſſibly be, yet ſhe 


Was 
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was not ſo much ſurprized at my Part of the Cor- 
reſpondence. I knew before, ſaid ſhe, that the 
Talent for epiſtolary Writing, was born with you, 
which, like the Knack of Story-telling, is never to 
be acquired, 

I did not underſtand her, I aſſured her that 
our Correſpondence was meerly accidental, that 
we had led one another into it, in the Manner 
mentioned in the Editor's Preface, and that I did 
not rememberever to have ſhewn the leaſt Symp- 
toms of the Talent ſhe mentioned, before that Ara. 

She then put me in Mind of a Correſpondence 


ſhe and I had held together, an Age or two ago, 


after ſhe was married, and retired to the Coun- 
try, and while I was yet a School-Boy.——She 
had deſired me to give her a weekly Account 
of the Health, and Situations of her Friends, 
with the News and Occurrences of the 'Times, for 
her Amuſement, in her Exile. I had always a 
great Eſteem and AﬀeQtion for her, and obeyed 
her Commands moſt punQually. | 

She ſhewed me then, ſome Letters of mine, 
which ſhe had thought worth preſerving, and 


which pleaſed me well _— ; not on Account 


of any Merit in them, ſo much as the Juveneſcence 
of Ideas, which they brought back again to my 
Mind. The Remembrance, ſo ſtrongly marked, 
of that Time of Life, when an Apple was a De- 
ſert, a Puppet- ow) an Entertainment to me, 
and a Saddle a Throne. 

However, I ſhall ſend you a Copy of one of 
them, to ſhew you that Turn of Rege ion, which 
had ſo early got Poſſeſſion of me, with the Po- 
_ and Gallantry I was even then capable 


The L E T- 
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The LETTER. 


To Mrs. M 
AM neither too rich, nor too wiſe, and yet, 


t ; 

t believe me, am not contented. I have form- 
a ed a great many Schemes for Happineſs, which 
| interfere with one another. One of them alone, 
cannot afford Satisfaction, and two, or more of 


them, are inconſiſtent together ; one cannot be a 
private Man, and a King, at the ſame Time, 
and yet, in neither of theſe Conditions alone, 
could I be perfectly at Eaſe. 

To be continually in your Company, would 
afford continual Happineſs, but as that would be 
contrary to your Scheme of Pleaſure, it muſt, of 
Force, be ſo to mine. In Pity then, ſupply me 
with ſome Rules, whereby to attain what I de- 
fire, and to regulate the Conduct of my Life, to 
ſuch a rational End. | 

Believe to be ſincere, in this Requeſt, as well 
as in the Aſſurance that, I am, 

Madam, &c. 


— 


LETTER CCCCLXVII. 


Dear FAN N, 


A I have got into a Way of Eſſay-writing, 
of late, I ſend you a Paper I deſign for the 
Chronicle. It took it's Riſe from a Converſation 
which happened here, after Dinner, Yeſterday, 
in which moſt of the Company joined to abuſe 
Prime Miniſters, and inveigh againſt the Privy 
Councils of both Kingdoms. They ſoon left me 
Nothing to ſay on their Side of the Queſtion, 

therefore 


4 
. 
* 
4 
: 
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therefore I took upon me the wrong Side of 
the Argument, as you know I ſometimes do, in 
order to have ſome Share in the Converſation. 
When I retired to my Chamber, I fat down, and 
digeſted the Speciouſneſs of my Plea, into the 
following mock Defence, intitled 


A modeſt AroLoGy for MiN1sTERs of 
STATE. | 


Short-fighted Politicians exclaim againſl this 
uſeful and neceſſary Officer. But *tis more than 
probable, that thoſe who would be Miniſters, 
not thoſe who would have none, are the Perſons 
who make the greateſt Buſtle about the Matter. 
But ſuppoſing this Clamour to ariſe really, from 
a more diſintereſted Motive, perhaps we may be 
able to prove the Advantages of this pre/criptive 
Part of our Conſtitution, from the very Reſent- 
ment that is ſhewn againſt it. 

Our national Polity is moſt admirably conſtruct- 
ed, upon the Equipoiſe, and joint Concurrence 
of three Efiates, The two of Lords, and Com- 
mons, are large Bodies, and, it may be preſumed, 
compoſed of Men of the beſt Senſe, Knowledge, 
Merit, and Fortune, ſelected from the Commu- 
nity. The third Eſtate, too, though conſtituted 
only of one Perſon, yet as the King is ſuppoſed 
always to act, by and with the Advice of bis Coun- 
cil, may be looked upon as a calleciide Body alſo. 

This Council we may conclude to be culled 
out from the Members of the two Houſes of Par- 
liament, of the higheſt Rank, Employs, Talents, 
or Qualifications. And as ſuch Perſons muſt 
therefore, have a due Regard, on the one Hand, 
for the Prerogative of the Crown, from whence 

their 


4 
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their Honours, Poſts, or Penſions, are derived; 


and, on the other, a ſtrict Attention to the Li- 
berty of the Subject, upon which their Lives, Pro- 
perties, and other Emoluments depend, they may 
be conſidered as a Counterpoiſe, or Check, againſt 
the Incroachments of any of the three Eſtates; and 
in a Word, are a political Extract of them all. 
However, this fine Pattern of State Mechan- 
iſm, may ſometimes be diſconcerted by the bad 
Principles, or miſtaken Policy of any of the 
three conſtituent Parts. The King, for Inſtance, 
from a falſe Ambition, or Luſt of Power, may 
be tempted, as was the Caſe in Charles the Firſt, 
and James the Second's Reign, to extend Prero- 
gative beyond the Law? which, if he ſhould 
happen to be endowed with any of thoſe popular 
Virtues, that Cats curſed in Cæſar, Affability, 
Liberality, or Clemency, he might poſſibly effect 
fo far, as to reduce the Legiſlature to Deſpotiſm. 
On the other Hand, the Senate, from a wrong 
Notion of Liberty, or ill-judged Principles of 
Government, may be for clipping the Preroga- 
tive, till, by Degrees, as in the Caſe of the Long 
Parliament, the State might deviate unawares, in- 
to a Republic, 
Now here, a Prime Miniſter, Deus interſit, 


moſt happily intervenes, to prevent the fatal Con- 


ſequences of either of theſe Extremes. For, in 
the firſt Caſe, he prevents the Monarch from 
ever becoming popular, by intercepting all Man- 
ner of Intercourſe between him and his Subjects, 
which might obtain him any Manner of Sway over 
their Confidence, or Affections. His very Vir- 
tues an artful Miniſter contrives to arrogate to 
himſelf, as all Liberalities of Penſions, Flaces, 
Pardons, or Honours, are conferred and convey- 
ed through his Channel, 
n 
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In the other Inſtance likewiſe, there can be ; 


as little Danger of Republican Principles gaining 
Ground in a Senate under the Influence of a Mi- 
niſter, who muſt ſecure a Majority there, in or- 
der to maintain his Poſt, and ſcreen him from all 
Enquiry about the Miſapplication of public Mo- 
ney, Breach of national Truſt, cum multis, And 
if a Senſe of Oppreſſion in the Subject, as it of- 
ten happens, ſhould ariſe to ſuch an Height, as to 
threaten a civil War, it is but ſacrificing the Mi- 
niſter to popular Reſentment, and all becomes 
Peace and Harmony on the Inſtant ; while the 
Demagogue ot this deluded People raiſes himfelf 
upon his Ruins, and ſo the Miniſterial Game be- 
gins again. 

Now, without this lucky Intervention, Dignus 
vindice nodus, by preventing Popularity on the one 
Side, and deſtroying public Virtue on the other, 
England would long ſince have been reduced to 
the State of her Neighbours; to the Deſpotiſm 
of the French on one Hand, or the Democracy 
of the Dutch on the other From either of 
which, ob ! Miniſters of Grace, defend us. Amen. 


R. G. 


N. B. This Eſſay was wrote before Mr. Pitt 
was appointed principal Secretary of State; whoſe 


Miniſtry has happily blended the Freedom of Re- 


publics, with the Spirit of Monarchy. 


L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCLXVII. 


Dear Harky, 
I RECEIVED your political Paradox, and 

it entertained me. You have proved Miniſ- 
ters to be neceſſary Foils, at leaſt. Something like 
Women, one to preſerve, and the other to con- 
tinue the State. 

This Kind of Argument reſembles the French 
Game, called Renversè, where every Point you 
gain is for the Advantage of the Adverſary. Tis 
like looking in the Glaſs too, where one's left 
Hand appears their Right. 

You have a great Deal of this Turn in you, 
of belping a lame Argument ever a Style, as you 
termed it once, — rely think you equal, in 
this Way, to Sir Marmaduke Wyrwill, who they 
to ſay was the beſt Paralogi, in the World. 


iſm I have heard you ſay *tis like practiſing Fen- 
acy cing with the left Hand, in order to become ambo- 
of dexter; it rerders one more habile certainly; 
en. but may not an Habit of viewing Things in a 
9. wrong Light, be apt, ſometimes, to impoſe upon 


one's own Reaſon ? Whence are all the Argu- 

| ments of Atheiſts and Libertines, but from this 

9777 Source? Is not But I feel myſelf grow- 

oſe ing ridiculous at becoming ſerious, where you are 

de- only in Jeſt, I aſk your Pardon, and am, dear 
Harry, your ever affectionate Wife, 


Frances. 
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LET TER CCCCLAIX. 


Dear Harry, Dunlary, Sept. 30. 


H E Weather ſtill continues fair, but the 
Air is criſp, and the Sea as cold as melting 
Snow, I bathed To-day, and rejoice that 'tis the 


laſt of my Penance. Reſolution, to be ſure, is W Wh 
a very good Thing, but certainly *tis a much M Lor 


better to have no farther Occaſion for it. 


This Th. 


I hope is my Caſe at preſent, for I think my 


Rheumatiſm 1s quite cured, 


— 


I wrote the incloſed Lines, this Morning, with 


a Pencil, on the wooden Wall of my Booth, juſt 


before I equipt myſelf for my Veyage. I cannot, 
I am ſorry for it, write as well as Prior, but I can 
do more than he could, I can fwear to the Trutb 


of my Song. 
Great Venus, Offspring of the Waves, 


Oh! hear thy Suppliant, while ſhe laves. 


With humble Modeſty I ſue, 

And aſk a Boon that's {ſomething new, 
To me thy choiceit Gifts impart, 

Not to enſlave, but keep one Heart, 
Thy Grace-imparting Zone, ah! lend, 
To pleaſe my Huſband, Lover, Friend ; 
Let me to his fond Eyes appear, 

For ever lovely, ever dear, 

No other Swain I wiſh to charm, 

No Love but his, my Breaſt can warm, 
For his dear Sake I thus explore 

The chilling Wave, and Health implore 
To deck me with her roſy Hue, 

And ſtill my paſſing Youth renew, 


Hear 
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ear then, and grant thy Votary's Prayer, 
ith Hymen join'd, for once appear, 

and though ten Years of Life have roll d, 
Since firſt we lov'd, let it be told 

Ages to come, that ſtill thy Power 
Remains the ſame as in that Hour, 


f. 30. 


ut the 
elting 


is the ¶ When firſt our mutual Vows were made, 
re, is ¶ When firſt thy Precepts were obey'd. 
much ¶ Long may our Loves this moral Truth proclaim, 
This That Hymen chears, not damps the virtuous 
k my Flame. 

- Frances. 
with 
4 | Hoy : 2 
nnot, 
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T ruth 
Dear FANN , 


HAVE been employed, Yeſterday Morning, 
in ſorting and ſeparating our Books, in order 
to form a Library for you, and another for my- 
ſelf. In your Catalogue I have inſerted Dor 
Quixotte, and by Way of taking Leave of it, I fat 
down, Yeſterday Evening, to look. into a Book 
which I had never rcad a Chapter of, ſince I was 
ſeventeen Years old, It caught, Hold of me, I 
read till I went to Bed, and have ſpent moſt of 
this Day in the ſame Amuſement. 
This is Farvis's Edition, which is the laſt; and 
I ſuppoſe the beſt; but yet it has only given me 
Occaſion to lament that the Work has not been 
better tranſlated, However, this may not be the 
Fault of the Tranſlator, 'tis difficult, almoſt im- 
poſſible, to do Juſtice to a Writing of Humour ; 
and I agree with Lord Wharton, who ſaid it 


was worth any Perſon's While to take the ha 
0 


ear | 
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LETTER CCCCLEXIX. 


Dear Harry, Dunlary, Sept. 30. 


HE Weather ſtill continues fair, but the 

Air is criſp, and the Sea as cold as melting 

Snow. I bathed To-day, and rejoice that ' tis the 

laſt of my Penance. Reſolution, to be ſure, is 

a very good Thing, but certainly *tis a much 

better to have no farther Occaſion for it. This 

I hope is my Caſe at preſent, for I think my 
Rheumatiſm 1s quite cured, 

I wrote the incloſed Lines, this Morning, with 

a Pencil, on the wooden Wall of my Booth, juſt 

before I equipt myſelf for my Veyage. I cannot, 

I am ſorry for it, write as well as Prior, but I can 

do more than he could, I can fawear to the Truth 


of my Song. 


Great Venus, Offspring of the Waves, 
Oh! hear thy Suppliant, while ſhe laves. 
With humble Modeſty I ſue, | 
And aſk a Boon that's ſomething new, 
To me thy choiceſt Gifts impart, 
Not to enſlave, but keep one Heart, / 
'Thy Grace-imparting Zone, ah ! lend, 
To pleaſe my Huſband, Lover, Friend; 
Let me to his fond Eyes appear, 
For ever lovely, ever dear, 
No other Swain I wiſh to charm, 
No Love but his, my Breaſt can warm, 
For his dear Sake I thus explore 
The chilling Wave, and Health implore 
To deck me with her roſy Hue, 
And ftill my paſſing Youth renew, 
Hear 
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Hear then, and grant thy Votary's Prayer, 
With Hymen join'd, for once appear, 
And though ten Years of Life have roll d, 
Since firſt we lov'd, let it be told 
Ages to come, that ſtill thy Power 
Remains the ſame as in that Hour, 
When firſt our mutual Vows were made, 
When firſt thy Precepts were 'obey'd. 
Long may our Loves this moral Truth proclaim, 
That Hymen chears, not damps the virtuous: 
Flame. 
Frances. 


— _ * — 


LETTER CCCCLXA. 


Dear FANN x, 


1 employed, Veſterday Morning, 
in ſorting and ſeparating our Books, in order 
to form a Library for you, and another for my- 
ſelf. In your Catalogue I have inſerted Don 
Quixotte, and by Way of taking Leave of it, I fat 
down, Yeſterday Evening, to look. into a Book 
which I had never read a Chapter of, ſince I was 
ſeventeen Years old, It caught Hold of me, I 
read till I went to Bed, and have ſpent moſt of 
this Day in the ſame Amuſement. | 
This is Farvir's Edition, which is the laſt ; and 

I ſuppoſe the beſt; but yet it has only given me 
Occaſion to lament that the Work has not been 
better tranſlated, However, this may not be the 
Fault of the Tranſlator, tis difficult, almoſt im- 
poſſible, to do Juſtice to a Writing of Humour; 
and I agree with Lord Wharton, who ſaid it 


was worth any Perſon's While to take the T * | 
| | Y 
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ble of learning Spaniſh, meerly to have the Plea- 
ſure of reading Don Quixotte in the Original. 

Cervantes had too much Spirit to be correct, 
and has broke the Thread of his Story, 1n ſeveral 
Places; and in others ſpun it out, beyond it's 
Strength. The Novel of the Curious Impertinent 
is but impertinently introduced, as it has not the 
leaſt Connection with the main Story, not even 
enough to form an Epiſode, as the other Stories 
have. It is entertaining and ingenious enough, 
in itſelf, but has no Buſineſs there, 

It puts me in Mind of a curious Line, in a ri- 
diculous Ballad, I once met with. The Garland 
ſuppoſes a Gentleman and a Lady to be walking 
together, in a Summer's Evening, through the 
Meadows and Fields, and then abſurdly breaks in 
with this Expreſſion, 


He play'd ber a Tune, by the Way, on her Harpſi- 


chord. 


Now, though an Overture of this Sort, might 
have been an agreeable Amuſement enough, to 
a Lady, at a proper Time and Place, -yet here 
certainly the Decorum of it was quite deſtroyed, 
though the Dulce might remain. I dare ſay the 
Bard meant the Guitar, or ſome ſuch portable In- 
ſtrument ; but the Tyranny of Rhyme, wreſted his 
Senſe, as has been the Caſe with abler Poets than 
himſelf, 

But to quit this Badinage, let me take Notice 
of the Title of this Novel, than which Nothing 
can be more abſurd and improper. The Story is 
this: An Huſband has a Mind to try the Fidelity 
of his Wife, in order to raiſe her the more in his 


own Eſteem, He prevails upon an intimate 
Friend 
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Friend of his to make the Experiment, and it 
ends unhappily to all the Parties. 

I have never ſeen the original Spaniſh, nor do 
I underſtand the Language; but to judge from 
the Cataſtrophe, the fata! Curioſity muſt have 
been the true Meaning of the Title, which all 
the ignorant "Tranſlators have rendered The Curi- 
ous Impertinent, giving to a Tragedy the Title of 
a Comedy. Juſt ſo they have ſtiled Scarron's 
Work, A Comical Romance, from a literal Inter- 
pretation of the French Title, Roman Comique ; 
whereas, from the Subject of the Piece, the Ti- 
tle of it ſhould have been conſtrued A Theatrical 
Novel. 

But theſe are Inſtances, among a Thouſand, 
of the extreme Inſufficiency of the Generality of 
Tranſlators —The Liberty of the Preſs ſhould 
be ever held ſacred, in a Land of Freedom, 
with Regard to all Strictures upon public Mea- 
ſures, on which the common Intereſt of the Na- 
tion depends; but with Regard to all Works of 
Literature, it were much to be wiſhed that Li- 
cenſers were appointed, in the ſeveral Depart- 
ments of polite Learning. This I recommend to 
the Faltlands of the Age we live in, which abounds 
fo remarkably with Patrons of Letters, in all it's 
Branches, And Reaſon good,---thoſe who have 
Merits to record, naturally encourage thoſe who 
are beſt qualified to tranimit them, —Good Tranſ- 
lations from the approved French and Italian 
Writers, might enrich our Language with ele- 
gant Turns, and copious Expreſſions, inſtead of 

ebaſing it with vulgar Phraſes, and ſcrivener 
Idoms, * | Farewel, 


Henry. 
LE T- 


* See Letter CCCCLXV, Par, 5 
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LET TER CCCCLXAL 


Dear HARRY, 


1 HAVE amuſed myſelf, all this Morning, 
with turning over the Heap of Pamphlets 
which lie in your Cloſet, and have ſelected toge- 
ther thoſe which are upon moral or religious Sub- 
jets. Thus have I been employed, like the 
Angel at the laſt Day, ſeparating the Good from 
the Bad. 

I have a Mind to make a Compilation of Eſſays, 
upon theſe intereſting Subjects; many of which 
may be pickt up out of the monthly Magazines, 
and daily Papers. Many Paſlages, from your own 
—_ too, might be introduced very properly 
in a Work of this Kind, which I ſhould ſtyle, 
The Chriſtian Chronicle, 

I dare hope that a Collection of this Sort would 
be well received ; for 1 think that there is more 
Virtue ſtill left in the World, even than the World 
itſelt imagines. Nay thoſe who are debauched 
themſelves, would at leaſt have their Children 
virtuous, 

But then, theſe Writings muſt not be publiſh- 
ed in the Style of Sermons, nor * Text or Au- 
thority attempted to be urged, to ſuch a Race of 
Philoſophers as we are become, that has not it's 
Foundation in the ſelf-ſufficient Weakneſs of human 
Reaſon. For there is ſo ſtrange à Perverſeneſs 
in Mankind, with Regard to this Point, that I 
have heard ſome Ignorants ſay that Divines are 
not to be credited, as they have a Self-Intereft in 
the Succeſs of their Doctrines. As if we were not 
all equally /e, intereſted, in the tremendous Buſi- 


neſs of Salvation ! | 
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The Reflections which have, all this Day, oc- 
curred to. my Mind, upon theſe Subjects, have 
done me more Good, than the Peruſal of a Vo- 
lume would have done. Reading is the Food, 


Converſation the Exerciſe, but Contemplation 
the FIR of the — 


— Tis moſt true, 
© That muſing Meditation moſt affects 
The penſive Secrecy of deſert Cell, 
© Far n the chearful Haunt of Men and 
* Herds, 
© And fits as ſafe, as in the Senate-houſe. 


I will indulge myſelf in Thought, for writing 
reſtrains it too much, ſo, my dear Harry, 


O Adieu 


Frances. 


4 
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LETTER COCCLXXIL 


Dear Fanny, 


HOPE to have the Pleaſure of meeting you 

in Dublin, next Wedneſday, for we are prepa- 
ring here to go up to the Meeting of Parliament. 
They ſay it is likely to be a warm Seſſion, for 
the Patriots are in as deep Council, as if they were 
forming a Conſpiracy together. 

It would be an uſeful Work for ſome ingenious 
Writer to lay open to the Publick, the Difference 
between Popularity and Mobilarity; that the World 
need no longer be deceived in Opinion, nor in- 
flamed in Conduct, by the plauſible, but fallaci- 
ous Pretences of ſome Haranguers. 

The mobilar Spirit infuſed into the People of 
Ireland, m 1953, has been the Root of all the 
Tumults and Riſings in this Kingdom ever ſince. 
They were firſt made mad with a Notion that all 
Governors ſent over to us from England, had it 
in Commiſſion, to plunder and enſlave us. Their 
Authority then was looked upon as Tyranny, and 
it was natural to reſiſt it. 

We ſeem to have no other Method of mani- 
feſting our Patriotiſm, but by diſtreſſing Govern- 
ment; and our Drift is plain, by our being 
bought off. This very Oppoſition lays Govern- 
ment under the Neceſſity of multiplying thoſe 
very Evils we ſo loudly, and with ſo much Rea- 
ſon, complain of. Places and Penſions muſt be 
increaled, to enable them to carry on the neceſ- 
ſary Buſineſs of the Nation; for ſuch is the Cor- 

ruption 
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ruption of the Times, that we muſt be bribed, 


even to ſerve ourſelves. 


Would our Legiſlators ſhew thembelves Patri- 
ots, without Equivocation, let them give Atten- 
tion to the Framing of good Laws, to the En- 
couragement of Manufactures, of Agriculture, 
and to the Reformation of Manners. This 
would be ſufficient for thoſe who ſolely intended 
the Good of their Country, and were to be ſa- 
tisfied with that Praiſe and Reward which ariſes 
from Virtue alone. The Reſt are but Mounte- 
banks, who only ſtrut the Stage, for their own 
—- ph to the Deſtruction of their Patients? 

ealth. 


© I love the People. 
© But do not like to fage me to their Eyes. 
© 'Though it do well, I do not reliſh well 
Their loud Applauſe, and Ave's vehement; 
© Nor do I think the Man of ſafe Diſcretion, 
© That does affect it. 


Farewel, 


Henry. 


P. FS. Write to me by Tueſday's Poſt to Kilcul- 


len, It will be great Satisfaction to me to know 
how you do, and our Arthur too, before Dinner. 


C 2 L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCLXXII. . 


The Farm. 


Dear HARR, 


UR poor dear Friend, I am afraid, has not 
long to live. One may fee in his Eyes, as 
through a Lamp, the near Extinction of it's Fire; 
and his Pains ſeem to have left him, meerly from 
a Want of Strength to feel them. 

He is ſenſible of all this, himſelf, but continues 
his Chearfulneſs ſtill, while he can keep himſelf 
awake. Mrs. N thinks he does not ſuffici- 
ently prepare himſelf for Death. Devotees make 
too great Account of Forms; regarding too 
much the Outſide of the Platter. 

What is a Death-Bed Repentance! To aſk 
Forgiveneſs for Sins, when in a Condition to fin 
no longer To be rather afraid than forry—To 
feel Attrition, only, without Contrition — To 
dread God as a Magiſtrate, meerly, not reve- 
rence him as a Parent, To make a formal Con- 
feſſion, and pray Remiſſion of Sins, perhaps lurk- 
ing ſtill in the Heart, and even in the Article of 
Death unrepented of, Deceitful and tremendous 
Scene! wr 

Our dear Arthur may make the ſame Anſwer 
that Socrates did, for indeed his Life has been his 
Preparation for Death; and is really an edify- 
ing Sight at preſent. Habits muſt be fixed in 
Youth ; our Minds become too weak for Virtue, 
when our Bodies are rendered too fecble for Vice. 
An Indolence of Vice is not Virtue. 
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At length the Tumult of his SouPs appeas'd, 
And ev'ry Doubt and anxious Scruple eas'd; 


The Peace his holy Comforter beſtow'd, 


Guides and 
4 God.“ 


Boldly he proves the dark, uncertain Road, 


protects him like a guardian 


Amen | 


Frances. | 


L E T. 
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LET TER CCCOLXXIY. - 


Dear HarRy, T he Farm. 


SHALL go to Town, 'To-morrow, to meet 
you, according to the Advice of your laſt 
etter. As to the two Particulars you fondly 


deſire to be reſolved about, I am, thank God, in 


perfect Health, and our Arthur juſt as I deſcribed 
him in my laſt. 

I was ſhewn a Poem this Morning, which the 
Perſon ſaid he did not know had ever appeared in 
Print, and as it is upon the preſent Subject, and 
that I love arreſting pretty fugitive Pieces, and 
laying them by, I ſhall copy out and ſend you, 
for your Amuſement on the Road, 


An HY M N te HEALTH, 


WRlrrzx in SICKNESS, 


_ Sweet as the fragrant Breath of genial May, 
Ol come, thou fair Hygea, heavenly born, 
More lovely than the Sun's returning Ray, 

To northern Regions at the Half-Year's Morn. 


Where fhall I ſeek thee? In the wholeſom Grot, 
Where Temperance her ſcanty Meal enjoys, 

Or Peace, contented with her humble Lot, 
Beneath her Thatch th” inclement Blaſt defies. 


Swept from each Flower that ſips the Morning 
Dew T2 
Thy Wing beſprinkles all the Scenes around, 
Where'er thou flieſt, the Bloſſoms bluſh ane w, 
And purple Violets paint the hallow'd Ground, 
'Thy 
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Thy Preſence renovated Nature ſhews, 
Fach Shrub with variegated Hue is dy'd, 

Each Tulip with redoubled Luſtre glows, 
And all Creation ſmiles with flow'ry Pride. 


But, in thy Abſence, Joy i is ſeen no more, 


The Landſcape wither'd ev'n in Spring appears, 
The Morn lours ominous o'er the duſky Shore, 
And al. Sung ſet half extinct in * 


Ruthleſs Diſeaſe aſcends when thou art gone, 
From the dark Regions of the Abyſs below, 

With Peſtilence, the Guardian of her Throne, 
Breathipg Contagion from the Realms oy Woe. 


In vain her Citron Groves Italia boaſts, 
Or Po the Balſam of her weeping Trees, 

In vain Arabia's aromatic Coaſts, | | 
TinQure the Pinions of the paſſing Breeze. 


Me, abject me, with pale Diſeaſe opfreſüd, 
Heal with the Balm of thy prolific Dreath'; 
Rekindte Life within my clay-cold Breaſt, 
And fhield my Youth from Canker-Worms of 
Death. 


Then on the verdant Turf, thy fav'rite Shine, 
Reſtor'd to thee a Votary xk 
Grateful to offer as-a Rite divine, 
Each Herb that grows round Eſcntapita” 
Tomb. 


C4 LE T- 
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LETTER CCCCLXXV. 


Dear FAN NY, . 

HAVE ſpent this Week in reading Boling- 

broke's philoſophical Works. His Style and 
Manner are captivating, and are capable of ſe- 
ducing any Reader who will ſuffer himſelf to be 
led away by him, without ſtopping now and 
then, and thinking a little for himſelf. | 

The Way I took, was this: When I had 
gone about Half through him, I opened the Ma- 
nuſcript of the Triumvirate; and read over my 
own Confeſſion of Faith, with Attention. * 'I 
might have turned to much better Writings, 
upon that Subje&, but my own was ſhorter, and 
one's own Arguments have generally a better 
Effect on the Mind, than thoſe of others. Be- 
ſides, I could not readily recolle& any of the 
Divines, who had ventured to Reaſon, upon an 
Article of Faith. 

I have juſt now finiſhed his laſt Volume, and 
ſhall compoſe my. Mind to wholeſom RefleQions 
for the Remainder of this Day, upon the whole 
Scope of the Work; and in order to fix them 
more ſtrongly in my Mind, 'I ſhall write them 


down here, as they may ariſe, without waiting. 


to digeſt, or connect them. 

Abſtract Ideas not able to fix the Attention, 
or govern the Mind of Man, Senſible Objects, 
Ceremonies, &c. therefore neceſſary. There is 
a Religion for a Philoſopher, and a Religion for 
a Mechanic; though their Faith the ſame. 
Whatever Belief, Opinion, or Awe, is moſt 

likely 


* See Chapter CXLII 
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likely to direct and rule, the Actions and Morals 
of Mankind, muſt conſequently, be right. 
Certain difficult and ſcrupulous Perſons may 
ſay, that a pretended Revelation, though an- 
ſwerable to ſo good a Purpoſe, is notwithſtand- 
ing a Lye; therefore, &c. It may be ſo, in 
Terms, but not in Morals, which is all we need 
here, contend for, A Revelation has been the 
univerſal and continued Belief of Mankind, from. 
the firſt Account of Time, the Neceſſity and Ex- 
pediency of it, then, muſt be agreeable to the 
general Reaſon of Man, and Vox Populi, &c, 
Why then, did not God give us a Syſtem of 
Religion, from the firſt? If I ſay he did, you 
are anſwered, If I don't affirm, I may anſwer 
by aſking, why he did not give a Syſtem of po- 
litical Laws? But in Effect he has done both, 
by giving Reaſon to Man, from whence they are 
both deduced ; the Modes only left to his fudg- 
ment and Prudence, to be adapted as Circum- 
ſtance, or Convenience, might require. 
Cavilling Theiſts may urge, that all revealed 
Religion gives an improper Character of God; 
debaſes the Idea of his infinite Power, Perfecti- 
on, &c. and 1s therefore Blaſphemy.. But this is 
ſtill quarrelling about Words, and is abſurd alſo, 
by tending to prove that any Notion of a God, 
at all, muſt be Blaſphemy, becauſe all Ideas of 
him, muſt fall infinitely ſhort of his Nature. 
The Pagan Religions inculcated Morals, and 
had therefore, their ſalutary Uſe, among the 
People, though Philoſophers laughed at them. 
But then they never attempted to unſettle the 
political Faith of their Country, about them, 
The Stories of the Pantheon, were only poetical 
Fictions, and ſuppoſe it were even granted that 
the Theology of be + pt are but Metaphy- 


5 (ical. 
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fical ones, yet why ſhould not modern Philoſo- 
_ be at Teaft, as good Common-Wealth's 
en, as the Ancients were ? For 1 3 7 * mg 
Lightning, may give only Light to one a 
but Fire to another. | 
I am pleafed with a Sentence of Samuel Fobn- 


ſon's, upon the Publication of this Wark, Ba- 


lingbroke, faid he, had charged a Cannon againſt 
Heaven, with all the Artillery of Hell, and Mo/- 
let“ ſet a Match to it. 

More Thoughts, on the ſame Subject, are 
ſtill occurring to me, but the Servant waits to 


carry this Letter to the Poſt. 


Adieu 


Henry. 


The Editor of the Work, 


— 
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LETTER | CCCCLAXMI. 


Dear FAN NI, SALE 11 
HE Train of Thinking I had got into, in 
T my laft Letter, continued itfelf for the Reſt 
of the Evening; but all I am able to recollect 
of it, at preſent, is an Obſervation which I think 
remarkable, and which I never remember to have 
been taken Notice of before, chat occurred to 
me, at that imme. n Mi 

Reflecting upon Socrates's ordering a Cock 
to be ſacrificed to ÆEſculapius, at the Time of 
his Death, in Deference to the Superſtition of his 
Country to avoid Giving of Offence, to weak 
Mind. the Comedy of the Clouds, came into my 
Mind ; and one Paſlage in it, ſtruck me ſtrongly, 
for the firſt Time. 

Ariſtapbanes hints plainly at a Trinity, by the 
Mouth of Socrates ; and calls it Chaos, and Clouds 
and Tongue, Theſe three Expreſſions I think, 
may without much Straining of their Senſe, be 
interpreted, The Origin of Nature, The Com- 
forter, or Refreſber, and the Logos. 

I much wonder that thoſe deep Divines, who 
have been ranſacking all Mythology, and ſqueezin 
every Letter of the Hebrew Alphabet, for My 
tery, have not yet hit upon this Remark, which 
[ here moſt generouſly make them a Preſent of. 
Perhaps, this might have been one of the Rea- 
ſons ſor Socrates's being ſaid to be a Chriſtian, 
before Chry/tianity. 

There is a great Deal of Humour in that Co- 
medy, It muſt have raiſed the higheſt Mirth, 
and provoked the higheſt Indignation, imagina- 
ble, at the ſame 'Time, according to the reſpec- 
tive Diſpoſitions of the Audience, However, the 


virtuous 
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virtuous Part of the Spectators, prevailed fo 
ſtrongly, on the firſt Night of it's Appearance, 
that it was never ſuffered to be exhibited a ſecond 
Time. And yet, ſo precarious is the Fate of 
Things, that very m5 laid the Foundation 
of all that Virulence of Proſecution, which per- 
_— that great Man to Death, ſome Years 

ter, | . 


To ſubdue th' unconquerable Mind, 
* To make one Reaſon have the ſame Effect, 
Upon all Apprehenſions ; to force this, 
Or that Man, te think juſt as I do; 
* Impoſſible—unleſs Souls, which differ 
© Like human Faces, were alike in all.” 


Farewel, 


Henry. 
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LETTER CCCCLXXVII. 


Dear HARRY, 

MI —— was to pay me a Viſit this Morn- 
ing, and we had a good Deal of Con- 

verſation about you, but principally on your 

Writings. | 

He told me he liked them all, extremely well, 
as to the Matter, Argument, and Sentiment ; 
but thought that there was rather too great ar 
Augacite, (his Word) in the Style and Expreſſion. 

He faid that you frequently take too much 
Liberty with the Engliſh Language ; uſing Words 
often, in a different Senſe, from the com- 
mon Acceptation of them; running Nouns 
into Verbs, and turning Verbs into Nouns again; 
to the Confuſion of all Grammar. 

He ſaid that this was trop Hazardé, (his own 
Expreſſion) and preſuming, for any Writer, who; 
had not already eſtabliſhed a Character, ſufficient 
to be his ewn Authority. | | 

As his Charge was general, I could only defend. 
you generally ; I ſaid, that all Authors of any 
Character at all, had Something peculiar, in 
their Manner of expreſſing themſelves; and that 
Writers are as much diſtinguiſhed by their Style, 
as Printers by their Type. 

That whether it might be owing to my hav- 
ing been uſed to the ſame Manner of expreſſ- 
ing yourſelf, in common Converſation, or no, 
I perceived no greater Boldneſs in your Writings, 
than thg allowed Privilege which Scholars uſe, 
of reſcuing Words from their preſent Decadence, 
(my own Word) by bring them back again, to 
ther primitive Derivation, 1 

is 


_ ——— 
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This Liberty, I confeſſed, might ſometimes 
render you unintelligible, to many Men, to many 
Women, and to many Children; but then, ſaid 
I, who would write for ſuch Readers? * 

As to the Nouning and Ferbing, which be ſo 
heavily charged you with, I told him I dared 
anſwer for it that you never confounded Grammar, 
though I owned you ſometimes puzzled a DiQti- 
onary, --- and might hereafter enrich one. 

The only Particular he entered into, was the 
Word Purpoſe, which he ſaid you generally uſe, 
differently from other Writers, inſtead of the 
Verb Propoſe --- I was pleaſed to have him eome 
to a Point, within my Compaſs. I told him 
that to purpoſe, and to prope , were not only 
Words of different, but of contrary Meanings, 


That to purpoſe was to intend, or reſolve, within 


one's ſelf. --- To Propeſe was to offer, or fubmit 
a Thing to the Choice or Determination of ano- 
ther, 

1 owned, indeed, that this DiſtinQion is ſcl- 
dom attended to, in Speech or Writing, but 


ſurely, manifeſt bad Engliſh can never be of ſuf- 
ficient Authority to bind one down to a falſe 


Uſage. | | 

But I muſt now have done with all farther 
Criticiſm, for I am juſt called to Cards, which 
has a privileged Diale& of it's own. So Hearts 
is the Triump, the Word, and 


Adieu 4 


at 


Frances. 
* 
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LETTER CCCCLXXVII. 


Dear Harry, 

AM extremely unhappy in having this Ar- 
ticle of News to communicate to you, that 
oor H. G. is gone mad. Good God! what 

Kecurity has any one for enjoying their Senſes a 

Day, after ſo extraordinary an Inſtance of this 
Sort of Afffi ction. 


/ He was "af chearful, and ſenſible. He 


had neither Paſſions, nor Learning, beyond a 
School-Boy. His Conſtitution ſound, his For- 
tune whole, and his Mind unbroken, No mor- 
tified Ambition, no puffed-up Pride, no diſap- 
pointed Love,---No ſevered Friendſhip---nor no 
conſcious Guilt, In fine, no Fever in the Blood, 


nor Anguiſh in the Mind, to inflame or fret the 


Fibres of the Brain. | | 

Under ſuch a Character and Deſcription as 
this, one would as ſoon have taken a Leaſe of his 
Sanity, as of his Life. Whence proceeds his 
Diſorder, then? Are we ſtruck with Phrenzy 
as with Lightning, in a direct Line? This was 
the Opinion of the Ancients, at leaſt, who 
ſuppoſing both to come from Heaven, held the 
Perſon or Place ſacred, that was ſmitten by either. 

I fancy I ſee you making a low Bow to me, 
now, for this Plece of literary Information, but 
I would uſe the Prerogative of our Sex, and prate 
away for an Hour , or two, regardleſs whether 
I informed, or entertained, if it could ſerve to 
baniſh the Thought of my unhappy Friend. 
But the Subject is too ſerious for this, fo I ſhall 
take my Leave, and betake myſelf to fitter Re- 
flections. Alaieu J 


L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCLXXIX. 


Dear Fanny, 
HAVE been reading, this Morning, an ex- 
traordinary Story. In the Year 1753, a 
French Mechaniſt Philoſopher exhibited to the 
Public, an Automaton, reſembling a Man of ſuch 
curious Artifice, that it's Speech and Motion 
appeared perfectly natural and human. It ſpoke 
Sentences, and performed ſeveral ſurprizing Feats, 
which might cheat any Perſon who was not ap- 
prized of the Machinery, into an Opinion of it's 
being a living Creature, | 
I am afraid this Piece of Workmanſhip, h 
been executed with a very miſchievous Deſign ; 
becauſe there has been publiſhed, lately, in 
France, an execrable Treatiſe ; with this Title, 
Man a Machine, I have read it, and think that 
the Marquis d'Argens, who is the Author of 
this and the Jewiſh Letters, is a Man of Wit, 
but a very poor Philoſopher, 
However, as the Generality of Mankind, are 
much more deficient in that Reſpect, than this 
Author, the very Title of the Book, is capable 
of doing a great Deal of Harm. Even the great 
Sanctions of Religion, added to the Laws of 
Man, are not ſufficient to ſecure the Peace and 
Safety, of Civil Society, How much more pre- 
carious muſt theſe become, when human Means, 
are left to themſelves ? For if Men be Machines,, 
Death muſt annihilate all Senſation. 
If the curious Mechaniſt, mentioned above, 
has framed his Clock-work with a View of ſup- 
porting ſuch weak and wicked Reaſonings, as 
theſe, he certainly deſerves to feet the whole 
Weight of thoſe Puniſhments, which he would 
| endeavour 
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endeavours ſet bad Men free from the, Appre- 
henſion of, Prometheus indeed is ſaid to have 
ſtolen Fire from Heaven, to animate a Statue 
of Clay, but the Moral of this Fiction is the 
very Reverſe of the Author and Artificer's At- 
tempt, here mentioned; who ſeem to have bor- 
rowed theirs* from Hell. 

There is a Story, I have ſomewhere read or 
heard, which occurs to me upon this Occaſion: ; 
that a very adept Chymiſt produced, once, be- 


fore the State of Venice, a Piecg cf malleable 


Glaſs ; upon which they highly commended the 
Ingen of the Performance, but conſidering 
well, that this Art would render Gold and Silver, 
of little Value; that this would deſtroy the Me- 
dium of Traffic, put a Step to Trade, and pre- 
vent the mutual Intercourſe of Nations, they 
ordered the Virtuoſo to immediate Execution. 
Philoſophy is at a Loſs to know what Term to 
ſtyle this Action by.—Shall we call it cruel Juſtice, 
or juſt Cruelty ? But the Moral, however, is 
obvious, Ty * 


g 


Adieu | 


Henry, 
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LETTER CCCCLXXIX. 


Dear Fanny, 
HAVE been reading, this Morning, an ex- 
traordinary Story. In the Year 1753, a 
French Mechaniſt Philoſopher exhibited to the 


Public, an Automaton, reſembling a Man of ſuch 


curious Artifice, that it's Speech and Motion 
appeared perfectly natural and human. It ſpoke 
Sentences, and performed ſeveral ſurprizing Feats, 
which might cheat any Perſon who was not ap- 
prized of the Machinery, into an Opinion of it's 
being a living Creature. 

I am afraid this Piece of Workmanſhip, has 
been executed with a very miſchievous Deſign ; 
becauſe there has been publiſhed, lately, in 
France, an execrable Treatiſe ; with this Title, 
Man a Machine, I have read it, and think that 
the Marquis d'Argens, who is the Author of 
this and the Jewiſh Letters, is a Man of Wit, 
but a very poor Philoſopher, 

However, as the Generality of Mankind, are 
much more deficient in that Reſpect, than this 
Author, the very Title of the Book, is capable 
of doing a great Deal of Harm. Even the great 
Sanctions of Religion, added to the Laws of 


Man, are not ſufficient to ſecure the Peace and | 


Safety, of Civil Society. How much more pre- 
carious muſt theſe become, when human Means, 
are left to themſelves ? For if Men be Machines, 
Death mult annihilate all Senſation, 
If the curious Miechaniſt, mentioned above, 
has framed his Clock-work with a View of ſup- 
porting ſuch weak and wicked Reaſonings, as 
theſe, he certainly deſerves to feel the whole 
Weight of thoſe Puniſhments, which he would 
endeavour 
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endeavour to ſet bad Men free from the, Appre- 
henſion of. Prometheus indeed is ſaid to have 
ſtolen Fire from Heaven, to animate a Statue 
of Clay, but the Moral of this Fiction is the 
very Reverſe of the Author and Artificer's At- 
tempt, here mentioned; who ſeem to_ have bor- 
rowed theirs* from Hell. 

There 1s a Story, I have ſomewhere read or 
heard, which occurs to me upon this Occaſion ; 
that a very adept Chymiſt produced, once, be- 
fore the State of Venice, a Piecg ct malleable 
Glaſs ; upon which they highly commended the 
Ingenuity of the Performance, but conſidering 
well, that this Art would render Gold and Silver, 
of little Value ; that this would deſtroy the Me- 
dium of Traffic, put a Step to Trade, and pre- 
vent the mutual Intercourſe of Nations, they 
ordered the Virtuoſo to immediate Execution, 

Philoſophy is at a Loſs to know what Term to 
ſtyle this Action by.— Shall we call it cruel Juſtice, 
or juſt Cruelty ? But the Moral, however, is 
obvious, - 


Aldieu | 


Henry, 
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LETTER CCCCLXXX, 
Dear Faxny, | 


HE Subject of my laſt Letter led me into 

ſome good Reflections; I love to indulge 
my Mind in them, and ſhall think away, as uſual, 
upon Paper, 

It really affords a very gloomy ProſpeQ, to 
take a View of Mankind, with Regard to the 
tremendous Article of Salvation row are 
free from damning Vices ! How much fewer ever 
riſe to any Degree of Virtue, even by the com- 
mon Road of Morality | Fewer ſtill are governed 
dy the Principles of fligian, in general ; but 
how fcarce the Harveft of thoſe Who are guided 
by the great Lights of the Revealed ? 

But, even of theſe, I fear the far greater Num- 
ber are not actuated by a lively ſaving Faith, 
but render, as it were, a meer, cold, philoſophic 
Aﬀent to the Truths of the Goſpel; and may, 
at beſt, be deemed but Jukewarm Chriſtians ; 
whereas the true ſaving Faith is an active, live- 
ly, warm, and feeling Conviction ; the firſt Step 
toward which, muſt be, a ſincere Wiſh that it 
may be true, and a charming Hope that it is fo, 
formed upon a juſt Reaſoning that it would be 
better for the World, it was, at leaſt, believed to 
be ſo, that, taking in all Circumſtances, it would 
be better ſtill, upon the Whole, that it really was 
ſo, and from the Analogy of the whole Works, 
and Diſpenſations of God, in the framing, and 
governing this World, that therefore, it muſt 
certainly be ſo. For as Philoſophy has already de- 
termined that whatever is, is right,* ſurely, it were 

no 


* Pope's Ethics, 
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no Preſumption, in Divines, to add, that whate- 


ver is right, as certainly is. 

All Modes or Principles of Religion, before 
the Chriſtian Faith, were but blaſphemous Non- 
fence. The moſt refined heathen Morality falls 
ſhort of the Scripture Ethics. The cobweb Syſ- 
tem of the Deiſts, Beauty, Fitneſs, Taſte, moral 
Senſe, &c. is abſurd and groſs, in this Particular, 
that by making Virtue it's own Reward, they 
have rendered it ſenſual, and it may be deemed a 
Sort of virtuous Luft, while Chriftianity may be 
more chaſtely ſtyled a religious Lave. 

However, the modern Deiſts pretend to charge 
Senſuality too, upon Chriſtians, and Shaftſbury has 
this witty Bubble, in ſome Part of his frothy Wri- 
tings—** That the Sanctions of Rewards and Pu- 
* niſhments, have rendered Religion ſo mercena- 
** ry, that he does not ſee what Merit there can be 


gard to the lukewarm Chriſtian, abovemention - 
ed, or one who is governed, or reſtrained, by 
Fear alone; but reflects not upon that ſaving 
Faith which aQtuates the whole Man with the 
Chriſtian Love and religious Adoration of God; 
whoſe whole Soul is wrapt up in the ſublime 
Contemplation of infinite Power, Wiſdom, and 
Goodneſs, and whoſe AQtions are regulated ſole- 
ly by a fond, and diſintereſted Complacency to- 
ward thoſe great and eſſential Attributes in the 
Almighty Being. The ſeeing divine Truths, 
may make Men ſpeculative Chriſtians, but the 
feeling them is neceſſary to render us practical 
ones, 

I am afraid that the Virtue of Deiſts, and 


moral Philoſophers, who exclude the Sanction of 
Rewards 
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Rewards and Puniſhments, is generallly little bet- 
ter than a Virtuoſo Tafte for Pictures, Flowers, 
Medals, &c. which Perſons, in Eaſe and Afflu- 
ence, may cheriſh and entertain themſelves with, 
but would be tempted to ſacrifice often to the 
Pleaſures of Senſe, to the Improvement, or Sav- 
ing of their Fortunes. This refined ſpeculative 
Idea, never made any Man a Martyr, for his Re- 
ligion or his Country, 
We live like Brutes, almoſt the beſt of us. Juſt 
preſerve ourſelves within the Verge of Nature, 
without enrapturing our Souls, with Hopes, 
Wiſhes, and Contemplations befitting a Creature 
that is ſoon to partake of an higher Order of In- 
telligence—in 1 Miſery— 


Adieu |! 
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LETTER CCCCLXXXI. 


Dear HARR, 

RECEIVED both your Letters, and read them 
with great Satisfaction and Pleaſure, I am 
delighted whenever I find you launch out into 
ſuch intereſting Subjects as theſe.— I like you 
much better in your Andrew's Character, than 
your Carew one f. It well becomes a Man, as 
© Ninon ſays of the Count de Gramont, who is 
* no longer young, to forget that he ever had 
been ſo.” 1 But you have a Right, my Harry, 
to expect perpetual Youth, though not in the 
puerile Enjoy ments of this Life, Your Actions, 
ever ſince I have known you, intitle you to it, 
and all your Thoughts ſhould, and I am rejoiced 
to find are, ſtill turned toward the Contempla- 
tion of that immortal Ara. 

How wretched ſhould I have been, with any 
other Kind of Man! How miſerable muſt it be 
to love a Perſon here, whom we may have Rea- 
ſon to fear for, hereafter ! May Lever, not only 
govern my Actions, but guard even my very 
Thoughts, in ſuch a Manner as may continue my 
Communion with you in that Place, where Mo- 
mus's Wiſh ſhall be accompliſhed, and that we 
ſhall converſe intuitively together, by Hearts 
alone. 8 men. 

Frances. 


L E T- 


+ Alluding to the Triumvirate. 


In one of her Letters to St. Evremond. 


The Satyriſt of the Gods, who ſaid that Man was 
formed imperfect, becauſe he had not a Window pla- 
ced in his Breaſt, to afford Inſpection into the inmoſt 
Receſſes of his Soul. 
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LETTER CCCCLXXXAI. 


Dear FA NN, 


WAS not able to execute your Commiſſions 

myſelf. So if you don't like the Fancy and 
Price, you are to quarrel with Mrs. about 
them, who was the Perſon I employed, as I have 
been confined theſe three Days with that Serpent 
in my Boſom, the Cholic. 

This often renders my Life extremely miſera- 
ble, and makes me a bad Chriſtian too. We are 
adviſed to take no Heed for the Morrow, what 
* we ſhall eat, or what we ſhall drink;” but alas! 
my conſtant Attention muſt be given to theſe Ar- 
ticles, leſt © ſufficient to the Day, &c. 

The Things I love beſt, all Fruits and Vege- 
tables are forbidden ; as if Phyſicians thought the 
Serpent had inſtilled his Poiſon into every Thing 
in the Garden, as Divines fay he did into our 
Great Grandmother. But indeed all Foods, I 
think, equally diſagree with me; ſo that I muſt 
never expect to be well, till I become a Spirit, 
and can live without the dangerous Helps of 
Meat or Drink. 

This is the eighteenth Year ſince this Diſorder 
firſt ſeized me. What a Conſtitution both of 
Body and Mind, muſt I have had, to ſtand ſuch 
frequent and ſevere Attacks! My Conſtitution 
is to the full as valid during the Intervals of theſe 
Agonies, as my Years will admit of, and my Spi- 
rits have never yet been conquered by the Conti- 
nuance of the Diſtemper; which has all the Efe 
fects of Poiſon, except it's final Eaſe. 


However, 
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Howe ver, as EA 
© The young Diſeaſe, which ſhall ſubdue at 
© length, 


* Grows with our Growth, and ſtrengthens 
with our Strength :? 


I ſuppoſe this Diſorder to be my peculiar Speck 
of Mortality, which is to mark my Body for the 
Grave; but if it proceeds no faſter, than it has 
hitherto done, it may not be ſo much deemed the 
Arrow of Death, as the Sickle of Time; and it 
is pretty equal to me, what Inſtrument the old 
Mower whets his Scythe with. 


Adieu | 


L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCLXXXIII 


My dear HARR, 
HAD a very diſagreeable Journey hither. 

I The Road, you know, is dull and tedious, and 
the Company, to the full, as much ſo, There- 
fore you may conclude that I never opened my 
Eyes, but to number the Mile-Stones, nor my 
Mouth, except to yawn. | 

Don't ſame Philoſophers ſay that we bring no 
Notices with us into the World, but pick them 
all up here, through the Medium of the Senſes ? 
And that even the very abſtra& Ideas, of Time 
and Space, are apprehended in our Minds, by the 
Succeſſion of Ideas; of Events and Objects only? 

My Journey, and Company, for theſe two 
Days paſt, have equally contradicted their Aſ- 
ſertion, Tis certainly the Continuance, not the 
Change of Ideas, that renders Time long. Variety 
ſhortens it. Let any one but meaſure, in their 
own Mind, the Length of an Evening, paſt in 
agreeable, and in dull Company. And who has 
not thought a Sermon longer than a Play? 

And as for Space, you'll pleaſe to inform the 
Philoſophers, in my Name, that a dull Road is 


always more tedious than a pleaſant one, and that 


Diverſity of Objects, Views and Proſpects, would 
make a Journey of an Hundred Miles appear 
ſhorter than one of fifty, through a Le:art. 

I don't go lo far as to ſay, that theſe Circum- 
ſtances can vary the vibrating Periods cf the one, 
or the geometrical Paces of the other, (for I muſt 
ſpeak definitively, before Philoſor hers,) but all I 

| contend 


* Moments, or the firſt Articles of Time, are mea- 
ſured by the Vibrations of a Pendulum, 
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contend for, is, that they make a vaſt Difference 
in the Conception of the Mind, which is all that is 
neceſſary to ſupport my Q, E. D. 

Mrs. came to ſee me this'Evening, and 
helped to ſborten it. She is an agreeable, chearful, 
good- bumoured old Maid rara Avis. She told 
me a Story, which pleaſes me extremely. Vou 
ſkall hear it too. 

A Mr. Gumbleton made a very bad Huſband, 
for ſeveral Years of his Life. Squandered away 
his Wife's Fortune, and deeply involved his own, 
with Wemen, Wine, and Play She -applied 
to her Friends, they interfered, and Mr. Gum- 
bleton moſt readily conſented to a Separation. 
They remained for ſome Years in this disjoined 
State, till a Brother of her's happened to die 
lately, and left her a good Eſtate, veſted in Truſ- 
tees? Hands, for her ſole Uſe. Upon this, Gum- 
beton puts on the deepeſt Mourning, prepares ſa- 
ble Paper and Wax, and writes to his dearly and 
well-beloved Wife a moſt penitential Letter, of 
four Folio Pages, urging his hearty Contrition, a 
thorough Senſe of his own Unworthineſs, his per- 
fect Reformation of Manners and Morals, with an 
extreme Impatience to be reſtored, for Life, to 
the ſuperlative Happineſs of her Favour and For- 
giveneſs. 

To this her Anſwer was immediately returned, 
in theſe Words, only : 


Don't I know yen, Mr. Gumbleton ? 
Vol. IV. D I think 


A Mark ſet at the End of all mathematical 
Proofs, for Quod erat demonſtrandum, or which was 


ta be demon/lrated. 
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I think that this Sentence even exceeds the 
Spirit of the Spartan Laconics; for it contains 
the Conciſeneſs of their Expreſſion, with the Se- 
verity of Reproof, at the fame Time. 


Don't I know you, Mr. Gumbleton ? 
Adieu | 


* Frances. 


LETTER CCCCLXXXIV. 


1 WAS much pleaſed with your Letter. I 
am glad to find you ſo deeply engaged with 
the Philoſophers, while I ſtand aloof, at a ſafe 
Diſtance, and regard the Fight. They ſcorn to 
aſk my Aſſiſtance, and I muſt not take up Arms 
againſt them. I was bred up in their Schools, 
and what is only open War, in you, would in 
me, be Rebellion. 

I am as much delighted as you are, with the 
Story of Gumbleton, and like the Reply, for both 
your Reaſons. I love ſhort Sentences, and 
ſpeedy Executions. A Perſon told me a Story 
lately, in this Style, which affected me a good 
deal. | 

A Gentleman had bought a Horſe ſome Time 
ago, which happened not to anſwer his YVouchings. 
He called upon a Fricnd, who told me this, to 
go with him, and call the Jockey to Account 
tor the Impoſition. The Man's Wife anſwered 
in a faint Voice, You cannot poſſibly, ſee bim now, 
Sir. The Villain has Reaſon good to be aſham- 
© ed to ſhew his Head, but whenever I meet him 
I ſhall lay his own Arms on his Back, and borſe- 
* © whip + 
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* whip him while I am able to ſtand over him.” 
Then, Sir, you ntver can ſee bim; far be is gone to 
Heaven. 

The poor Woman burſt into Tears, at this 
Expreſſion, and walked away. The Indignation 
and Diſdain, which could have rouſed her to ſo 
ſevere a Sarcaſm, ſo ſtrongly contraſted with the 
tremulous Tone, and faltering Accent of her 
Speech, formed ſuch a Scene, as my Friend told 
me, that but ſay no more on't — ſay 
no more on't. | 


# 
4 
Pu: 


Adieu ! 
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LETTER CCCCLXXXV. 


Dear HARR, 
HE Story, which my dear Harry mentions 
in his laſt Letter, affected me perhaps too 
much. I could almoſt Hope that the unhappy 
Woman was not conſcious of the Force of her 
on Expreſſion, for I have frequently obſerved, 
that Grief renders Perſons eloquent, who never 
were fo at any other Time. I don't know he- 
ther this may be philoſophically, or phyſically 
accounted for, but I have met with many In- 
flances of this Kind. Shakeſpeare ſays, that 
Grief is proud, and makes it's Owner ſtout. The 
Force of this Sentiment does not immediately 
ſtrike upon the Mind, becauſe Grief, in general, 
ariſes from our Imbecility to prevent our ſuffer- 
ing either Los, or Pain, and is, of Courſe, hu- 
miliating. But then that thorough Indifference, 
which we feel for ourſelves, and every Thing 
that ſurrounds us, when we are deprived of the 
only Object which could conſtitute our Happi- 
neſs, gives an Idea of Independence and Supert- 
ority over every Thing, which can neither con- 
tribute to our Felicity, nor alleviate our Miſery : 
And in this Senſe, Grief may be ſaid to be proud. 
Young has very happily expreſſed this Thought, 
on the Death of Narciſſa, My World is dead. 
This is a Subject that I have been too fond of 
dwelling on, all my Life. It was the firſt Paſſion 
that ever took Poſſeſſion of my Heart, and that 
at an Age, when we are moſt ſuſceptible of 
ſtrong, though not permanent Impreſſions, But 
neither Youth, Vivacity, nor Time itſelf, has 


been able to erate the fond Remembrance ot that 
poignant Sorrow, which I felt for the Loſs of the 
moſt 
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moſt tender and indulgent Father. This early 
Misfortune, has in ſome Meaſure ingrained the 
Complexion of my Mind, and left a Kind of 
ſombre Tint upon it; ſo that in the higheſt Hap- 
pineſs I have ever known, from your kind and 
generous Conduct towards me, ' have ſilently 
lamented, that my Father did not live to fee the: 
Completion of his Felicity, in mine. But as 
you ſaid on the Death of Mr. K——, He is 
dead, but thou art alive.” Thou my Guide, 
Guardian, Kinſman, Father, Friend,“ and 
while Providence ſhall be pleaſed to let me pre- 
ſerve all theſe tender Names, in the ſtill dearer 
one of Huſband, it would be the Height of Ingra- 
titude, not to acknowledge myſelf, 


my 
#5 ot 1 
- 


My deareſt Henry's truly happy, 


As well as affeQionate Wife, 


©. 
: - 
% 
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LETTER CCCCLXXXVI. 


Dear HARR T, 


SEND you a Thing I cut out of this Day's 
News-paper, which is ſtrongly wrote, but 
upon a Suppoſition, which I hope, for the Sake 
of Humanity, but particularly for the Honour of 
my Sex, is not—cannot be true, I do not he- 
lieve there is ſo much Vice in the World, as is 
too ally imputed to it, but I am afraid there 
is Malice enough in it, for twenty ſuch Globes 
as this. 

All Friends here are well, and ſend their Loves 
to you, and believe me to be, dear Harry, 


Your truly affe ctionate Wife, 


Frances. 


Erir Ark for the late EMPEROR of Russ. 


Here lieth 
(Waiting for a glorious Reſurrection) 
The Remains of the moſt high and puiſſant 
PRINCE 
EE Tx IL 
Emperor of all the Ruſſias, 
Leaving behind him a Memento of 
The Inſtability of 
* HuMan GRANDEUR, 
PoeuLar Dor, 
SACRED OaATHS, 
And 
CONJUGAL LOVE: 


For, 
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For, 
From a SPLENDID THRONE, he was dragged 
to a dark Priſon, 
By 
Traiterous and faithleſs SubjeQs, 
Prompted, encouraged, and headed, 


The WIFE of his BOSOM, 
Ang then moſt inhumanly and barbarouſly, 
In Cold Blood, 
MURDERE D! 

Oh | Reaper! 

Confeſs there is a Devil, 

For what other Being could inflame the Mind 
To ſuch an abominable Act 
(Of more than Savage Cruelty). 

As THIS? 

Committed by that infernal Princeſs, 
CATHARINE 10. 

By the WRATH of G OD! 
Empreſs of Ruſſia, 

Whoſe Diabolical Rage 
Put to Death 
The PARENT of her Children, 

Her HusBAanD and Eur EROR, 
And 
GQND,'s ANOINTED. 
Hear this 
And 
Tremble 
Ye MONARCHS of the EARTH. 
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LETTER CCCCLXXXVIL 


Dear FANN , 

RECEIVED your Paper, and am much 

pleaſed with your Reflections upon it. To 
make you Amends for the Malignancy of this B 
Writing, I ſhall treat you with another, in the 
{ſame Style, but a far more commendable Spirit, 
which was wrote upon the Death of another 
Peter, the Firit, of the ſame Empire.“ 

The Epitaph you ſent me, as well as the one 
wrote by Arbutbnot, upon Chartres, ſeem to have 
borrowed their Hint from this Original, in the 
Manner, Meaſure, and Diſpoſition of their Lines. 


Adieu |! 
Henry. 


Here under depoſited 
Lies all that could die, of a Man immortal; 
PETER ALEXIOVITZ: - 
It is almoſt ſuperfluous to add, 
Great EMPEROR of Russ1a ; 
A Title, 

Which, inſtead of adding to his GrloRx, 
Became GLoktovs, by his wearing 1t. 
Let AxTIQUuiTY be dumb, 

Nor boaſt her ALEXANDER, 

Or her C SAR. 

+ How eaſy was Victory 
To Leaders who were followed by Heroes; 
And whoſe Soldiers felt a noble DISDAIN, 
To be thought leſs brave than their Generals! 

But 
* By Aaron Hill. 
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But HE, 

Who | in this Place firſt knew Reſt, 
Found SUBJECTS baſe, and unactive, 
Unwarlike, unlearned, untractable, 
Neither covetous of FAMx, 


ch Nor liberal of DAN GER; 
To Creatures with the Form of Men, 
his But with Qualities more brute, than rational : 
he Feet, even theſe, 
it, He poliſhed from their native Ruggedneſs, 
ier And breaking out, like a new Sun, 

To illuminate the Minds of a People, 
ne Diſpelled their Night of hereditary Darkneſs ; 
Ve. "Till, by Force of his invincible Influence, 
* He had taught them to conquer 
TO 


Even the CoNQUERORs of Germany. | 
Other Princes have commanded victorious Armies. 
HE cREATED them. 
ry. At an HERO, who owed TREE Nothing, 
Exult, O NATURE! | 
For TIN E was this Prodigy 4 
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LETTER CCCCLXXXVIN. 


Dear HARRx, | 
RS. N is juſt returned from her Vi- 


ſit to the North. I went to ſee her, this 
Morning, and ſhe told me a raelancholic and 


ſhocking Pry of an Affair, which happened 


lately in the Neighbourhood where ſhe was. 

The unhappy Woman, who is the Subje& of 
this Tragedy, lived at Inniſkillen, and was not 
above nineteen Years of Age. She had been 
married about two Years, and lived with her 
Huſband, all that Time, with ſeeming Eaſe and 
Chearfulneſs. 

Laſt Week ſhe ſwallowed Arſenic, and died 
immediately. She was remarkably chearful, all 
that Day, had Company to dine with her, made 


Tea for them, in the Evening, ſet them down to 


Cards, retired to her Chamber, and drank her 
Cup of Lethe. 

She left a Writing on her Table, in which is, 
but obſcurely, hinted the ſad Occaſion which 
urged her 1 to this deſperate Act. 
Mrs. N had got Poſſeſſion of the Original 
Paper, and has given me Leave to take a Tran- 
ſcript of it, which I have copied for you, in it's 
own Style and Language. 

It · has ſunk my Spirits, extremely. 


Adieu 


Henry. 
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The TRANSCRIPT. 


TH is to let all the World know, that hears 
of me, that it's no Crime I ever committed, 
occaſions this my untimely End: But Deſpair of 
ever being happy in this World, as I have ſuffi- 
cient Reaſons to think ſo. I own 'tis a ſinful 
Remedy, and very uncertain to ſeek Happineſs; 
but I hope that God will forgive my poor Soul: 
Lord have Mercy on it, but all I beg is to let 
none reproach my Friends with it, or ſuſpe& my 
Virtue or my Honour in the leaſt, though I am 
to be no more. 

Comfort my poor unhappy Mother, and Bro- 
thers and Siſters, -and let all Mothers take Care, 
and never force a Child as mine did me, but I for- 
give her, and hopes God will forgive me, as I be- 
leve ſhe meant my Good by my Marriage. 

Oh! that unfortunate Day I gave my Hand 
to one, whilſt my Heart was another's, but hop- 
ing that. Time and Prudence would at Length 
return my former Peace and Tranquility of Mind. 
which I wanted for a long Time: But, oh! it. 
grieves me to think of the Length of Eternity; 
the Lord ſave me from eternal Damnation. Let 
no one blame Martin Dixon, + for he is in no. 


Fault of it. 


I have a few Articles which I have a greater. 
Regard for than any Thing elſe that's mine, on. 
Account of him that gave them to me (but 
he is not to be mentioned) and I have ſome 
Well-wiſhers that I think proper to give them 


to, 
Firſt 
+ Her Huſband. 
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Firſt to Betty Balfour, my Silver Buckles, to 
Polly Deeryn my Diamond Ring, to Betty Mul- 
ligan my laced: Suit, Cap, Handkerchief, and 
Ruffiles, to Peggy Dela, a new Muſlin Handker- 
chief not yet hemmed, which is in my Drawer, 
and hopes for my Sake theſe Perſons will acce 
of thoſe Trifles, as a Teſtimony of my Regard 
for them. 

I would adviſe Fack Watſon t to behave himſelf 
in an honeſt and obedient Manner, in Reſpe& to 
his Mother and Family, as he is all ſhe has to 
depend upon now. I now go in God's Name, 
though againſt his Commands, without Wrath 
or Spleen to any one upon Earth; the very 


Perſon I die for, I love him more than ever, and 


forgives him. I pray God grant him more Con- 
tent and Happineſs than he ever had, and hopes 
he will forget me, only to remember ſuch a one 
died for him. 

There was, not long ago, ſome Perſons pleaſed 
to talk Something againſt my Reputation, as to 
a Man in this Town; but now, when I ought to 
tell the Truth, I may be believed, if ever I knew 
him, or any other but my Huſband, may I never 
enter into Glory, and them I forgive who ſaid ſo, 
but let that Man's Wife take Care of them that 
told her ſo, for they meant her no Good by it. 

With Love to one, Friendſhip to a few, and 
good Will to all the World, I die, ſaying, Lord 
have Mercy on my Soul, with an Advice to all 
People never to ſuffer a' Paſſion of any Sort, to 
command them as mine did in Spite of me. I 
pray God bleſs all my Friends and Acquaintance, 
and begs them all to comfort my Mother, who 1s 
unhappy in having ſuch a Child as I, who 1s 

aſhamed 


+ Her Brother, 


i 
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aſhamed to ſubſcribe myſelf an unworthy and diſ- 
graceful Member of the Church of 05 


Jane Watſon, otherwiſe Dixon. 


With Lord have Mercy on my Soul. 


P. S. Perhaps they won't agree about burying 
me, but I don't care where, though I would ra- 
ther be beſide my Father. 


—— 
— 


L E. I. TEN CCCCLAXAXIZA. 


Dear FANNY, 
HAVE been amuſing myſelf, To-day, with 


reading ſome Commcntators upon the Beau- 
ties of the ancient Poets, But there 1s one Merit 
imputed to them, and many of the Moderns have 
as good a Title to the ſame, which I think is 
rather a fond, than a ſound Criticiſm, in their 
Favour, 25 


They deem it a peculiar Excellence to make 


the Sounds of Words, or the Currency of Lines, 
to echo the Senſe of the Expreſſion, or reſemble 
the Meaning of the Deſcription. 


When Ajax ſtrives ſome Rock's vaſt Weight 
* to throw, 

The Line too labours, and the Words move 
* flow, 

Not ſo, when ſwift Camilla ſcours the 
Plain, Cc. | 


But 


L 
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But this I will undertake to prove has been done, mi 
by the worſt, as well as the beſt Poets; may - 


happen in Proſe as well as Verſe, and muſt uni- 
verſally do ſo, in all Languages. 

For this is not owing to the Addreſs of the 
Orator, or Poet, but a meer Coincidence, ariſing 
ſolely from the natural Conſtruction of Speech, Ob 
by the original Adaption of Sounds to Things. nat 


| Heavy ones being expreſſed, in heavy Words, I 
and light ones in light. Long or ſhort, in long Fat 
or ſhort ones, either in Syllables, or Meaſure. Eve 


So that ſuch refined Critics do, in Reality, but dea 

compliment the Poet, with the Merits of a Dic- 
| tionary. | 
| But even though the Words ſhould bear no 
Sort of Analogy, between their Sound and Senſe, 
in the original Formation of them, yet would 
the meer Connection of Ideas ſupply this imagi- 
nary Beauty; for Words, which are uſed to 
expreſs certain Things, will always convey the 
Weight or Meaſure of their reſpective Ideas, in 
the Sound. 

I will give you one Inſtance, from Virgil, 
which may be within your own Comprehenſion, 
Procumbit bumi bas. The Ox lies en the Ground, 
The Beauty of this Paſſage depends upon the 
Mono'yllable bar, which they ſay is deſcriptive 
of the Animal's gathering itſelf together, and fal- 
ling plumb, on the Paſture. 

Now only change bes into mus, and the muſical 
Critic would cry out, ridiculus mus ! Why? not 
that mus is not as heavy a Monoſyllable, as bos, 
but that a Mouſe is a lighter Animal, than a 
Bullock. | 

Perhaps one of the Beauties of Hudibras, point- 


ed out by ſome Commentator, I forget his Name, 
might 
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might be quoted, not unaptly, here, in Ridi- 
cule of ſuch verbal Critics as I have been ſpeaking 
of, 


Quoth Hudibras, I ſmell a Rat, 
Ralpbo, thou doſt prevaricat. 


Obſerve here, cries he out, in a Rapture, how 
naturally the Cat follows the Rat / 


But enough of this Subject, for I hate finding 
Fault. Therefore I ſhall ſpend the Reſt of the 
Evening, in thinking of Nothing elſe but my 
deareſt Fanny. 


Adieu ! 


LE Ta 
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DE HT WI + COCCKC. 


Dear Harry, 


DON'T think I ſhould thank you for your 

too ſevere Stricture upon what you term the 
muſical, or verbal Critics; becauſe it will deſtroy 
a good Deal of the Pleaſure I uſed to receive, 
from the reading of ſome of our beſt Poets. You 
are, I am afraid, too much of a Philoſopher for 
your own Enjoyments. 

In Return, I fend you a Poem, which has 
Nothing, but Words alone, in it. *Tis an happy 
Imitation of Swift's Love Song, in the modern 
Tafte, wrote by a young Clergyman, Son to 
Doctor B 5 

I have impoſed it on all the Girls, many of 
the Women, and ſome of the Men, of my Ac- 
quaintance, as a genuine Piece. Some ſaid 
*rwas Pretty, others, that it was poetical, and 
others, that it was well enough, really, for a 
Thing in the /ing-/ong Strain. 

The Truth is, that one is not prepared to ex- 
pect any great Senſe, or Genius, in Sonnets or 
Love Odes, and if the Lines are but ſmooth, 
and the Periods well rounded, we are not apt to 
look farther. So that a Perſon of good Appre- 
henſion enough in other Matters, might poſſibly 
be taken in, by a Thing of this Kind, I was 
pleaſed with a Girl, who, upon reading Swift's 
Mock Ode, cried out, with Pleaſure and Sur- 
prize, Ha! I am glad the old Snarl is caught at 


laft. 


The 
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The S BR EN AD E. 


1 * Mornipg fair, all Nature gay, 
Why, why ſhould Cloe ſleep ? 
Why ſhould thoſe Eyes that cauſe the Day, 
Sad, folemn Dirges keep ? 


Beneath a Myrtle Bank ſhe lies, 
A Roſe ſuſtains her Head, 
Around her Limbs ſoft Daiſies riſe, 
And form the ambient Bed, 


Ye guardian Angels of the Fair, 
Hither, ah —_— 
Expand your ſilken 
And this lov'd Nymph defend. 


Lo! Damon ſteals from yonder Bower, 
I' infult the Maid's Repoſe, 

See, ſee, he graſps the treach'rous Flower, 
He plucks the guilty Roſe! 


So mild Bellone, as Poets ſing, 
Was lulPd by Lethe's Stream, 

When Argus came, with Hydra's Sting, 
And wak'd the penſive Dame. 


Now Clas riſes from the Ground, 
And Damon murmurs Love, 


Whilſt gentleſt Odours whiſper round, 
From Zepbyr's bloomy Grove. 


ings in Air, * 
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So when Arachné, lovely Maid, 
With Wiſdom's Goddeſs ſtrove, 

Soft Odours bluſhing through the Shade,“ 
Confeſs'd the Hero's Love. 


Learn hence, ye Fair, and truſt not Love, 
Nor flatt'ring Man believe, 

Since Nature's Self can treacherous prove, 
Oh ! how muſt Art deceive, 


® Benth reads Glade. 


L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCXCI. 


Dear Fanny, 


OUR Ode delighted me. * Tis equal to 
þ Swif?'s throughout, but exceeds it, in the 
laſt Stanza, by the Addition of a Moral, which is 
an Improvement to poetical Narratives, borrow- 
ed from our old Engliſh Ballads. 

I ſhall now treat you with a Writing of the 
ſame Kind, which {how had by me for ſome 
Time. It was given to me by a Gentleman 
who told me he did not know the Author. I 
have tried it archly, on one or two, with Effect, 
but ſoon laid it by, as I gtew aſhamed of ſuch 
Diſingenuouſneſs. 


ODE on SCIENCE. 


O HEAVENLV born ! in penſive Cells, 
If faireſt Science ever dwells, 
Beneath the moſs-grown Cave; 
Indulge the Verdure of the Woods, 
With azure Beauty gild the Floods, 
That flow'ry Carpets lave. 


For Melancholy ever reigns, 
Benighted in the Sylvan Scenes 
Of Scientific Light ; 
Whilſt Dian, Huntreſs of the Vales, 
Seeks lulling Sounds and fanning Gales, 
Though wrapt from mortal Sight. 


When 
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When Solen and Lycurgus taught 

To moralize the human Thought, 
Of mad Opinion's Maze, 

To erring Zeal they gave new I. aws, 


Thy Charms, O Liberty! the Cauſe 
That blends congenial Rays! 


Bid bright Area gild the Morn, 
Go bid an Hundred Suns be born, 
To becatomb the Year, 
Without thy Aid, in vain the Poles, 
In vain the Zodiac Syſtem rolls, 

In vain the lunar Sphere. 


Drive Thraldom, with reluQant Hand, 


To curſe ſome other deſtin'd Land, 
By Folly led aſtray ; 

lerne beat on azure Wing, 

Energie let her. ſoar, and ſing, 
Thy univerſal Sway. 


So when Ampbion bad the Lyre 

To more majeſtic Sounds aſpire, 
Behold the madding Throng ! 

In Wonder and Oblivion drown'd ; 

To Sculpture turn'd by magic Sound 
And petrifying Song!! 


LE T- 
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LETTER CCCCXCII: 


Dear FAN Nx, 


Y Friend here has put me in Poſſeſſion 
of the incloſed original Letter, of Lord 
Strafforde's, to the Vice-Treaſurer of Ireland ; 
which he found lately in looking over ſome Fa- 
mily Papers, as he happened to marry the Grand- 
Daughter, of the Preaſuter. 

This Letter affected me a good Deal, and 
there 15 Something in it, which even at this Diſ- 
tance of Time, ſcems to amount to a better Vin- 
dication of that unhappy Man's Innocence, than 
all he has ſaid, in his public Defence, on the Trial. 

There is, however, a Hint here, of ſome pri- 
vate Dealings, between the Correſpondents, 
which his Lordſhip chuſes to have kept con- 
cealed. But then theſe Tranſactions might not 
have been of an unn arrantable Nature. Perſons 
in Employ, have ſometimes private Dealings with 
a public Officer they have uſual Reſort to, though 
Nothing relative'to his Office. 

Now, though this Buſineſs might not have 
been ſuch as he need have been at all aſhamed 
of, yet, as there appears to have been an Attempt 
made by his Enemies, to come at the Knowledge 
of it; and not knowing what Deſign they could 
have had, in thus prying into his private Con- 
cerns, or how far they might poſſibly be able to 
turn it to his' Diſadvantage, he was certainly very 


innocently in the right, to have kept the Secret 
from them. 


— 
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It is the Curſe of Greatneſs 
To be it's own Deſtruction. 


I ſhall detain you no longer from the Peruſal, 
therefore take my Leave. 


Yours, 
Henry. 
Mr. VIick- TREASURER, 


INCE I left Ireland I have paſt through all 
Sorts of Afflictions, yet (I praiſe God) I am 
not diſmaid with all, but truſt that God, of his 
infinite Goodneſſe, by which I have been pre- 
ſerved till this Tyme, will ſend mee a Deliver- 
ance forth of theſe Bonds, as I am in them un- 
expected: But indeed the Loſſe of my excellent 
Friend, the Lord Deputy, more afflicts mee then 
all the reſt, by how much I have in my own 
Eſteeme farre more to looſe in my Friend, then 
in my ſelfe. | 

There are due unto you from mee a Number 
of Thanks, for your diſcreet concealing from Per- 
ſons very ill affected to mee, how the Accompts 
ſtood betwixt you and mee, which I deſire you 
to doe ſtill, with this Aſſurance that it ſhall 
never doe you Hurt in any Kinde, and that my 
Misfortune ſhall never render mee ſoe low, but 
that my n continue mee the good 
Thoughts and Wiſhes of my Friends. It is 


true that ſome meane Myndes may perchance 
think this my Night, but indeed I am and have 
my ſelfe in a better Opinion, never having done 

any 


ſal, 
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any 'Thing I need be aſhamed of, and am able 
in much Tranquillity of Mynde, to look thorow 
this foul Weather. To ſuffer, ſoe it be not for 
our ill Doeing, is the Condition of our fraile Hu- 
manity, and t» a conſtant Mynde, muſt not ſure 
be very hard to undergoe it. 

I ſhall be very glad to heare from you, ſome- 
tymes, how Affairs goes, and you ſhall be ve 
ſafe with mee, onely ſend not your Letters by the 
Ordinary, for they muſt paſſe thorow Hands, nei- 
ther ſafe for you nor mee, but in Mr. Secreta 
Manwaring's Packet, with whom all the Irith 
Affairs are now ſettled, you may truſt them. 

Your Friend Ranclaw is not content to prac- 


tiſe, in a ſtrange unworthy Way, the Death of 


Radcliffe and mee, but labours the Ruine of my 
Lord Chancellor, and Lowther, Men more ver- 
tuous and wiſe then himſelfe. But indeed I truſt 
he ſhall not be able to hurt any of us. Bleſſe 
your ſelfe from him, for I take him to be 
very bad; God forgive him, and take us into 
his bleſſed Protection. 


Tower Your very faithfull Friend, 


of London, And Servant, 

15 Decemb. 

1640. STRAFFORDE, 
L E T- 
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LETTER -CCCCXCHI. 


Dear HARR, 


TFT RECEIVED Lord Strafforde's Letter, and 
1 felt as you did, on reading it. Subjects of 
Diſtreſs draw more Reflections from me than any 
other. I always enter into their Defence, as if 
J could yet do them any Good. But methinks 
tis pleaſant to excuſe a Perſon, even to one's 
ſelf. This is the only Uſe I draw from Hiſtory, 

Whoever conſiders that Reign 1mpartially, 
muſt pity both the King and Miniſter extremely, 
Think what was the Conſtitution of England, 
before the Revolution. To carry up the ra 
no higher than the Action at Boſworth (and as 
for any Uſe to be drawn from what went before 
it, we may as well read the Hiſtory of Japan) 
Whether Henry the Seventh looked upon his to 
be a Right of Conqueſt, or only acted according 
to former Uſage, he certainly ruled more deſpo- 
tically than the King of France does at this Day. 
— Harry the Eighth mere fo, than Mary, Rliza- 
beth, and James. 

Thus was Tyranny, under the Title of Prero- 
gative, handed down to the poor Martyr, through 
five ſucceſſive Reigns; not much interrupted by 
Edward the Sixth, who wil/-d away bis Crown,— 
And thus were both Charles, and his Miniſter, of 
precedented Opinion upon the Right Divine, of 
Kings. 

But Liberty is ſo naturally inherent to Man- 
kind, that fooner, or later, the moſt deſpotic 
States make a Struggle for Freedom. The Stand 
then made, was a glorious one, and had it been 
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conducted, at that Time, with my and Juſtice, 
we might haye happily been i in Poſſeſſion of the 
Revolution Charter, about fifty Years ſooner, than 
we were, and without Bloodſhed. 


But public Spirit is always cruel. I mean no 
Reflection. Tis unavoidably ſo, Leaders in 
Oppoſition are not able to carry their Point, 


without engaging the People on their Side. 
To engage, you muſt inflame. Popular Attach- 
ment is like Wax, it muſt be heated, to make 
it ſtick, 

Public Spirit then, in ſuch a State, is no lon- 
ger to be governed by Reaſon or Juſtice. — The 
Remedying of Grievances is not Object immedi- 
ate enough for the Populace, beſides it more re- 
gards Poſterity ; but they are fond of an Execu- 
tion, they can fee and rejoice in that, themſelves, 
They cannot fee a Reaſon, but they can an Exam- 
ple. Reaſon and Juſtice may govern a Man, but 
not a Multitude, 


To ſubdue th? unconquerable Mind, 
To make one Reaſon have the ſame Effect, 
Upon all Apprehenſions; to force this, 
Or that Man, to think juſt as I do; 
Impoſſible! unleſs Souls which differ, 
Like human Faces, were alike in all. 


Thoſe who look back at thoſe Times, through 
the Medium of the Revolution, very naturally 
cenſure Charles the Firſt; and all the Virulence 
thrown out againſt him is owing to the having 
turned the reverſe End of the Perſpective, to our 


political Eye, But thoſe who trace him forward, 
as I have done, will pity him, as I do. 
Adicu ! 
Frances, 
I. E T- 


Vor, IV. E 
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LETTER CCCCXCIV. 


Dear FANNY, 


HAVE been indulged the Pleaſure of read. 

ing a Manuſcript, To-day, wrote by our late 
Biſhop. * It is a facred and dramatic Poem, in 
blank Verſe, on the Story of David. I had often 
heard it ſpoken ot, -with Advantage, but had ne- 
ver ſeen it before. 

It is too incorrect and imperfect to be publiſh- 
ed as it ſtands, at preſent, for he was too indolent 
and ſocial to take the Trouble, or ſpare the Time, 
neceſſary to reviſe and complete it —For he was 
an Oſſory Joker. 

I wiſh I could ſend up the Manuſcript to you, 
but in the mean While, I ſhall give you ſome 
Extracts from it, which I copied out for your En- 
tertainment. 


Abiſhai. Abiatbar. 
Abiſbai. 

Thy holy Function guards thee from Suſpicion, 
And ſafely draws each Secret to thine Ear; 
Inform me then, is Saul diſturb'd for Nought ? 
Or in good Truth does David on himſelf 


So turn the Stream of this light People's Love, 
That SauPs left friendleſs on the naked Shore? 


Abiathar, 


Thou haſt ſeen Jordan, pure and lucid Stream, 
Through Sodom's Sea of turbid Billows glide ; 


Fain would they mix with his their Lake impure; 
Indignant 


Doctor Mau:ire, Bi hop of Offiry. 
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Indignant he rejecting their Embrace, 
Rolls to his Gulph his unpolluted Wave. 


Saul. Fonathan, 


Tonathan, 
Oft the Senſe 


Encounters vain Illuſion ; jaundic'd Eyes 

Tinge every Object with their own Infection: 
To the hot fev'riſh Palate all is bitter; 

And in the Ear fits moping Melancholy, 

Which in the Paſſage changes every Sound. 
Sweet is the warbling Lute, {ſweet the ſoft Breath 
Of female Voice, and ſweet the Poet's Lay ; 
But to the Brain diſtract, nor warbling Lute, 
Nor Breath of female Voice, nor Poet's Lay, 
Bring their own Sounds. 


Saul. Abner. 


Abner, ſpeaking of the Friendſhip of David and 
Jonatban. 


Go, righteous Pair; 
Spread the Lord's Banner where his Name's un- 
known, 
Ride on and follow your victorious Hands, 
E 2 That 
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That teach you dreadful Things.—And when we 
both, 

When Saul and Abner with their Fathers ſleep, 

Of Age and Honour full, of Triumphs weary, 

Keep up their Memory, with reſembling Deeds, 

And correſponding Fame. — May hoary Chiefs, 

After the Glory of ſome doubtful Day, 

Reclining on their Spears, each other tell, 

Such were the Swords of Abner, and of Saul— 


So on the Foe ruſh'd they, ſo form'd their Battle, 


Saul, 


O] thou haſt ſtretehꝰd my Days beyond their Span, 

Far into future Time, and diſtant Joy ! 

Let us indulge the Thought.---Perhaps the Soul, 

Tranſmiſſive from the Father to the Son, 

Lives after Death.—Perhaps, aſſum'd to God, 

Is yet drawn down to the relinquiſh'd World, 

By Force of human Virtue.---Or thence ſmiles, 

Even in God's Preſence, on the noble Deeds 

Ot Sons, of Kindred, Countrymen, or Friends— 

Or is this Fancy's Viſion ? The laſt Hope 

Of dying Thought, that ſtruggles in Death's 
Gripe, 

Abhorrent of Oblivion's dreadful Gulph. 

Or is all vain? Strange Doubts confound my 
Thought. 

Pm weary of the Proſpect, far too wide 

For mortal Ken; extended, to perplex. 


And J am tired of copying. 
Adieu / 
Henry 


L E T- 
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LETTER CCCCACV 


Dear HaRRy, 
] HAVE received your ExtraQts, and read 
them with infinite Pleaſure. I like ſuch 
Writings---"Tis reſtoring Poetry to it's original 
Foundation, the Praiſe and Glory of God. I 
ſhould be better pleaſed ſtill, if I was ſure DoQor 
Maurice owed his Biſhopric to his Merit in ſuch 


Performances. But, alas ! the Policies by which 


Men rife, in this World, are confined to this 
World only. 

I ſhewed your Letter to Mr. ] . He was 
much pleaſed with the ExtraQs, and joins me 
in deſiring you will be ſo kind:to ſend us ſome 
more Paſlages out of the ſame Writing, ſince 
you cannot afford ys the Entertainment of read- 
ing the whole Manuſcript. 6 

He aſked me what you meant by the Term of 
Oſſery Foker ? 1 could not give him any clear Idea 


of the Expreſſion, as that Set of Men had been 


quite jextinct, before I ever had the Pleaſure of 
ſeeing the County of Kilkenny; and though 
I often heard them mentioned, I never had Cu- 
rioſity enough, before, to make an Inquiry about 
them, I defire the Favour of you to give us an 
Explanation of this Phraſe, for the Information 
both of your Friend, and your truly affeCtionate 


Frances. 
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LE TT ER COCCXCVYVL 


Dear FaxnxNy, 

AM ſet down now to ſatisfy, and diſappoint, 

perhaps, at the ſame Time, the Curioſity of 
you and your Friend, about the Ofſory-Foker:, 
as I confeis mine was, upon the ſame Occaſion. 

When I was a very young Man, I had heard 
this Set. of Men ſpoken of with great Encomiums, 
by ſeveral of my Relations, and Friends, who 
refided in that County. I loved, as was natural, 
Pleaſantry, Facetiouſneſs, Wit and Humour, 
and therefore longed to be introduced among 
them; which Satisfaction I happened to receive, 
very early, for when I was about ſeventeen, 
| was invited, by my Uncle, who was himſfelt 
one of the moſt eminent Companians amang 
them, to ſpend a Summer at his Houſe, in the 
Country, in the Midſt of theſe celebrated Ge- 
niuſes. 

This Society was originally inſtituted by Sir 
T. V. who was Biſhop of this Dioceſe. He 


was a Man of Wit, Humour, and Letters ;- 


loved Hoſpitality, Company, and Mirth, and 
was in every Senſe of the Word, un bon Vivant. 
He was not very nice in the Choice of his Gueſts, 
for every Perſon who anſwered either Part of the 
Deſcription that Falſtaff gives of his own Charac- 
ter, who was witty themſelves, - or the Cauſe of 

Wit in others, was welcome to his T able. 
With what Spirit, or Propriety, the Humour 
was originally tuſtained, I know not, for this 
facetious Biſhop was dead, before I had gone into 
that Dioceſe ; but the Species of it, that I ov- 
ſerved 
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ſerved among the Remainder of the Club, was 
of the groſſeſt and moſt abſurd Kind, that ever 
| had met with before --- even at School, 

I have ſeen a well covered Table, ftript 
before ſitting down, and the Meat and Sauces 
thrown by the Gueſts, at one another, in a Fit 
of Romps, and ruſtic Merriment. ---I have 
known a Perſon, who valued himſelf upon having 
the beſt Mutton in the Country, have a Carrion 
Joint ſerved up at his Table, by one of the Com- 
pany's bribing the Steward to kill the leaneſt 
Sheep in the Fold, or by telling the Fellow that 
it was in order to win a Wager, for his Maſter. 

Their Converſation was worſe. They muſt 
have a Butt, In Failure of which, /ike Pikes 
lurk with Hunger, they fell foul of one-another, 
I have heard one Man rallted, for being bad Pay; 
another for being a trading Fuſtice ; one Man 
for being a Coward, and another for being a 
Cuckold. In ſhort, their whole Humour was 
either practical Jokes, or ſcurrilous Jeſts, and 
their whole Wit and Addreſs employed in render- 
ing each other mutually uneaſy, or ridiculous, 

Such were the Oſſory-Fokers, en Graupe ; but ſe- 
parately, as diſtin Members of general Society, 
they were moſtly Men of Honour, Humanity, 
Friendſhip, and rational Converle.---I have paſ- 
ſed many very agreeable Days with each of them 
alone; but where two, or more of them, happened 
to meet together, they formed, to my Thinking, 
as diſagreeable, and unimproving a Set of Com- 
pany, as ever I drank a Bottle with. 

Reſt their Souls, they are all dead now, and 
this County is, at leagth, become civilized, and 
neigbbourly, But I have the Misfortune to hear 
that there has lately ſtarted up among us, an 

inferior 
Eq 


102 LETTER Ss between 


inferior Club of Jokers, imitative of the former's 

Fame, both in Manners, Speech and Action; 

ſo that we are to be again haunted, with the Ghoſt 

of that Humour, which was not, at the beſt, ay 

even the Shadow of Wit. ch 
So now farewell to the Fokers of Oſſory, and to Wi 

you too, *till next Poſt, for the Extracts you 

deſire would not well conſort with this Subject. 


Adieu |! | An. 
Henry. Th 


LETTER CCCCXCVI. 


Extracts from David, continued. 


Abner. 


ARD ts their Lot, and doubtful till their 
| Fame, 
Who in unquiet, envied, ſlippery Glory, 
Stand before Kings. --- On one Hand charg'd 
with Guilt, 
Not in their Purpoſe.---Or perhaps, condem'd 
For Innocence ; and never prais'd or hlam'd, 
For Actions good, or bad, with full Conſent. 


Davill. 


vid. 
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David. Jonatban. 
David. 


I But ſee the Morn 
Chiding my Stay, and lighting my Eſcape, 
With roſy Hand puts by the Veil of Night. 


Jonatban. 


And whither wouldſt thou fly? Can the wide Earth 

Afford thy wand' ring Steps ſecurer Reſt, 

Than thy Friend's Manſion? Can thy Father's 
Houſe, 

Thy loving Siſters, or thy warlike Brethren, 

Hide, or protect their David like his Jonathan? 


David. 
From Jonathan I fly. — Why ſhould, my Ruin 


lavolve my Prince, and make me periſh whole ? 

What Friendſhip is there in the Grave, the Land 

Where all Things are forgotten? Far enough 

Has follow'd me thy Love. — Now let me roam 

Through Lands unknown, thy Fame will find me 
there, 

And chear my uncouth Way through Nations wild.. 

Let me break from thee, ere my Mind revolve 

What *tis to leave thee ! leſt my Soul be caught 

In Snares of Paſſion, and with Fondneſs blind, 

Neglect thy Danger. By pure holy Friendſhip,, 

"11s Death to me, to go. — Again my Stay 

Is Death to thee ! Away---O ! let me fly, 

Fly from thee on the Wings of Love and Fear.. 
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David. TFonathan. 
Tonathan. 


*Tis but the Spirit of true generous Friendſhip, 

Friendſhip ftruck out from Virtue, at a Heat, 

Not p.<c'd and hammer'd in the tedious Furnace, 

Of Intereſt, or Alliance, or Ambition, 

Artificers of Fraud. --- Let ſuch Confed-rates 

Lay theircold Hearts, and plodding Heads together, 

And dream of diſtant Schemes of Wealth and 
Honour, a 

Unloving and unlov'd. Reap we the Fruit 

Of Friendſhip ripen'd in it's very Birth, 

While honeſt Youth invites, and our Breaſts burn 

With Ardour ſent from Heaven, angelic Love | 


David. Tonathan. 
David. 


But on theſe Terms, 

| buy thy Preſence, that in my Defence, 

Thou move not thy kind Hand; nor aught attempt 

Againſt thy Father. From ſuch Seeds as theſe, 

Horrid Rebellion ſprings.---Some ſpecious Cauſe 

Firſt props her ſickly Head, and leads her on, 

Seeming reluctant, till growing ſtrong and bold, 

She, as the harden'd Harlot, or the Witch, 

Throws off the Maſk of Modeſty and Right, 

Diſturbing Order, and confronting Kings, 

And Heaven itſelf that had anointed them. 
Jonatban. 


Tt 


Irn 
e | 


npt 
e, 
Iſe 


old, 


han, 


O! ſtifle the firſt Thought of dire Rebellion, 


Redreſſing fancied Wrongs, with real Woe. 
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I mean not to rebel, --- 


David. 
Few Rebels do. 


Promiſe of Liberty, and Right, that leads, 
Fallacious Fiend, through Tumult, Blood, and 

Slaughter, | 
To Anarchy, to Slavery and Oppreſſion, 


Fonathan. 


Amazing Loyalty l but wound too high, 
By tempting Kings, perhaps, to more Injuſtice. 


David. 


Is there a Proof of Loyalty, but Wrong, 

A ſure and certain Proof ? all Men are loyal, 

Or ſeem ſo, while the Rays of Majeſty, 

Shine full upon them.—But a Storm, a Cloud, 

Drives them to Treaſon's Cave: Whence they 

crawl out, 

Transform'd like fallen Seraphim, and hiſs 

At their Creator. --- But to me, my King 

Is in the Place of Heaven, from whoſe wiſe Hand 

Shall I receive good Things, and not bear ill ? 

His Heart is in God's Hand, which like a Stream, 

Now gently flows, enriching it's fair Margin, 

Now ſwells above it's Sides, and deluges the Har- 
veſt. 


Fonathan, 
The Ploughman, therefore, banks it in. 


David. 
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David. 


— In vain. 

It bears the Mounds along, oppos'd, that would 
Return unheeded to it's Bed and Bounds. 

Me like a Tree cloſe-planted by it's Side, 

This Stream has fed, nouriſh'd my Root, and 

ſpread 
My fruitful Branches.—— There will J abide, 
And let it's Rage flow o'er my yielding Boughs, 


What do you think of David's Mazims of po/- 
froe Obedience, and Non-reſiſtance? His Argument 
is, in general, juſt, though wound f high, per- 
haps, as Jonaiban ſays, —But the good Biſhop 
was an High-Churchman, and had been early nurſed 
in Tory Principles. 


I am tired of tranſcribing, but another Letter 
will comprehend the Remainder of my Collecti- 
on, though I own I have made it more ſcanty, 
than I need have done. 


Adieu ! 
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LETTER CCCCXCVIIL 
Err R AC T $ continued, and ended. 
Michal. David. 

David makes a Confeſſion of his Love. 


Michal, 


I COULD wiſh your Friend 
Were here, to moderate your Warmth, and fix 
That fickle Heart, that leaves him for a Woman. 
[ wiſh him here to break this Conference; 

Perhaps your Fervour might bear more Reſpect, 
To him than me. 


David. 


It now has leap'd the Bounds 

That long confin'd it, and has caſt off Fear, 

And glories to be ſeen. Let all the Youth 

Of Iſrael know that David pines for Love. 

Ye Shades and Fountains conſcious of my Woe, 
Not unmelodious tell what you have heard. 

Ye Stars that liſten'd to my nightly Song, 
Smiling you ſeem'd to liſten from your Spheres, 
Tell the next rifing Sun what you have heard, 
And thou, O Sun ! proclaim it thro? thy Race, 
Whether thou followeſt of the Saffron Morn 
The riſing Light, or up the Steep of Heaven 
Climbeſt fublime, or tendeſt prone to lave 


Thy faded Luſtre in the briny Main. 


* * 


; Saul. 
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Saul, Michal. 
Saul. 


My People, weary of my Age, would chuſe 
A younger King, thy David for their Lord, 
Does Hope, or Horror ſtartle thee ? This Crown 
Thou muſt preſerve for me, by watching him; 
Inform me of his Purpoſes, his Friends, 
His Buſineſs, and his Leifure, and his Feaſts. 
Him choſe 1 for thy Love, thee tor his Guard. 
From thy Hands I require him; be thou bleſs'd, 
And think whoſe Daughter, not whoſe Wife, 
thou art, 


Michal. 


For ever undivided be the Thought. 

God of my Youth! thy holy Word and Light 

Fix in my Soul, and drive away it's Night. 

Direct my doubtful Feet thro' lippery Ways, 

So ſhall the Wife and Daughter ſing thy Praiſe; 

Strengthen'd in Virtue, as advanc'd in Life, 

Shall ſhine the Example of the Child, and Wife, 

Shew the Conſiſtence of thy perfect Law, 

Such as ſelftutord Nature never ſaw ; 

Tranſmit it to the Bleſſings of her Womb, 

To Kings from David's Loins, and Nations yet 
to come, 


Michal. 


al. 
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Michal. 


What need I Guards? My Father's royal Leave, 

My Duty, and my Innocence, and Love, 

And Heaven that ſees my Truth, will guard my 
Ways 

Thro' the lone Mauntain, or the pathleſs Wood, 

Thro* the Night's Gloom, or thro' the fervid 
Ray 

Throꝰ Hoſts embattled, and thro' godleſs Lands, 

Direct my love-wing' d Feet to my Lord David. 


Michal. 


AI My Heart to Phaltiel 
They cannot bear To righteous Heaven I vow, 
Never to ſhare his Bed. His Houſe may be 
The Priſon of my Body, not my Soul. 
My Thoughts at Freedom ſhall purſue my Lord, 
My only Lord, my David ; whether his God 
Or glorifies, or ſhades him ; whether my Sun, 
Wrapt in a Cloud, or ſhining from his Sphere, 
Thro' the blue Convex of the Sky ſerene, 
His deſtin'd Journey run, his faithful Wife 
Shall turn, like Heliotrope, her watchful Head 
To him alone, regardleſs of herſelf, 
'Till Violence wring her Honours from the Stalk, 
Or Nature drops them on her Parent Bed. 


After 
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After theſe Paſſages, comes an enthuſiaſtic 
Viſion of Saul's, prophetic of the Succeſſion of 
David, and the various Fortunes of his Lineage, 
which is extremely fine; but too long. and too 
much connected with the Reſt of the Poem, to 
be comprized within the Compaſs of a Letter. 1 
ſhall, therefore, paſs it by, and proceed to the 
few Notes which remain, in my Selection. 


David. Abiſbai. 


David, ſpeaking of SauPs Heſt, fo infinitely ſuperior 


to bis own. 


But could I bring his Numbers to the Field, 
What Right have I to wage a War with Kings? 
Againſt each other they in horrid Fields, 

*Tis true, exhauſt their Nations; but how Heaven 
Requires that Blood, I know not, but I know 
That I muſt make Account to God, for all 
The Blood I ſhed, unwarranted by him, 

Each Drop not ſhed for his anointed Saul. 


Abiſhai. 


Has God then two Anointed, to confound 
Suſpended Loyalty? As when the Sun, 

The God of caſtern Lands, imprints his Ray 
On a Cloud's compact Vapour, and thence ſhines 
Another Sun. The trembling Prieſt, aghaſt, 
All doubtful ſtands, unknowing where to ſend 
The Odour of his Incenſe. 


Abiſhat- 


rior 


nes 
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Abiſbai. 


— does the Lord anoint 

His Kings to Man's Deſtruction? Shall they 
waſte 

And ravage his Creation? And ſhall Man 

Or think, or ſtyle them Gods? It is Idolatry. 

| would as ſoon worſhip a fall'n Seraph, 

Disfigured, and deformed, diſown'd of God, 

Scattering his Rage thro' all his Maker's Works. 

Wert thou a King like Saul, God by this Hand, 

Should puniſh his Reſemblance loſt. 


This is ſpoken to David, who was preaching 
up paſſive Obedience to his Friend, who would have 
ſmote Saul, whom they diſcovered aſleep, in the 
Cave, This, with the preceding Speech of Abi- 
hai, may be conſidered as a Kind of Palinede, to 
the laſt Paſſage, quoted in my laſt Letter. 

After the Ghoſt of Samuel has denounced De- 
ſtruction againſt Saul, and his Family, the un- 
happy Victim, whom the Art of the Poet has 
wrought his Readers up to an humane and feel- 
ing Compaſſion for, makes a moſt generous and 
heroic Oration, juſt before the laſt Engagement. 


Saul, 


— Fate comes on faſt, 

From Heaven, from Heaven it comes, tho' told 
from Hell. | 

And let it come I deprecate it not, 

| die a King, and will be felt in Death. 

But that my People, and my Sons muſt fall! 

O ſtern Beheſt | O too ſevere Decree | M 

Nor 


a 
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Nor ſee, nor hear, what thou haſt ſeen 
and heard, Wa ie a 

Nor let the Terror of this wig (To Bearer, 
Scene, 

Chill the Lord's Hoſt—Pl make their Battle D. 
ſtrong. T 


To fave their Slaughter is a Kind of Conqueſt, 


When we are fall'n, when Saul and his whole Jo 
Houſe 
Are flain in Fight, God may turn back the uy 
Sword, | [ 
Accept this willing Victim for thy Land, Mar 
O King of Kings ! be all thy Wrath on me, wth 
But ſpare, O ſpare thy People !---Now for War, have 
thor 
The Bravery and noble Daring in the four firſt Fab 
Lines, with the tender Reflections of the King, man 
and of the Father, in the two following ones, ral i 
contraſted with ſuch perfect Contrition and Re- not 
ſignation to the Divine Will and Chaſtiſement, for 
expreſſed in the Reſt of the Speech, whether it utile 
be owing to the Nature of the Subject, in which tion 
all Mankind are equally intereſted, or to the ſu- [ 
perior Excellence of the Poet, form all together, Tal 
in my Opinion, a much more pathetical, and my 
ſublimer Paſſage, than any to be paralleled with 1ga 
it from Homer, Virgil, or Milton. berg 
I am, my deareſt Fanny, your ever affection- min 
ate Huſband, . Cor 
ried 
Henry. f 
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LETTER | CCCCACIA 


Dear HARRx, 


| THANK you extremely for your ExtraQs, 
and ſo does our Friend here, who is equally 
charmed with them. We wiſh you had made a 
larger Collection. But you muſt get us a Sight 
of the whole Manuſcript, if poſſible. 

I have had Leiſure ſince you left me, to read 
MarmontePs Tales, and was very well entertained 
with them. They are in general well told, and 
have a Novelty, and Spirit in them. The Au- 
thor ſays, in his Preface, that he-deſigns them as 
Fables for Comedies, but I think there are not 
many of them that can anſwer that End. A Mo- 
ral is wanting, in moſt of them, which though 
not much attended to, in modern Compoſitions 
for the Stage, leaves the original Intention, the 
utile dulci, don't you call it ? of ſuch Repreſenta- 
tions, ſhamefully imperfect. 

[ have amuſed myſelf with tranſlating the firſt 
Tale, or Alcibiadet, but do not mean to trouble 
myſelf with any more of them, for the Reaſons 
[ gave you before ; except perhaps the Shep- 
berdeſs of the Alps, which is a favourite one of 
mine; though I am much diſpleaſed with the 
Concluſion of it. Adelaide ſhould never have mar- 
ried again, if I had been to have wrote the Story, 

There is one very pretty Thought in it, which 
[ think both juſt and new, that of all the Arts 
or Sciences, Muſic is the only one that affords a 
ſolitary Pleaſure. The Reſt require Companions, 


to ſee, to hear, and admire ; but this alone gives 
the 
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the Performer ſufficient Enjoyment in his own 
Senſation. 
Certain it is that were any Perſon, who waz 
Maſter of Painting, Poetry, ae,; or Sculp- 
ture, irrevocably ſecluded from the World, in 2 
deſart Ifland, they would find no Manner of Sa- 
tisfaction in exerciſing thoſe Arts, which could 
neither conduce to their Fame, or Fortune. The 


Spirit would flag, and the Implements fall out of ¶ paſſi 
their Hands. But they would find ſome Enter- and 
tainment, Solace, and Amuſement, in playing upon ſhoul 
any Kind of Inſtrument, they happened to be not 
Proficients in. , the ] 
I am ſurprized that you, who are ſuch an Ha- meer 
morato, ſuch an Intelligente in Muſic, did not mark 10 
this Paſſage to me, when you gave me the Books, ¶ not + 
We are in all good Health, and Spirits here, N whol 
and fend our Affections to you. do; 
| myie 
5 red 
Dear Harry, Adieu! "89 
Life. 
Frances. * 
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LETTER A 


Dear FAN NY, 


HE Paſſage you mention, from Marmontel, 

did ſtrike me at the Time of reading it; 
but ſtrange it is, that I, who love Muſic with 
Paſſion, thould not think the Obſervation juſt, 
and that you who are a Philoſopher to Sound, 
ſhould catch the Truth of it. But then, I did 
not ſtay to conſider of it, when I was reading 
the Novel. The Caſe you have ſtated, has left 
me no Doubt about it now. 

I do confeſs that I love Muſic with Paſſion, but 
not witbout Reaſon, I would not ſurrender my 
whole Soul to- it, as ſome Hnthuſiaſts are apt to 
do; you ſee 1 have neglected it a good Deal, in 
mytelf, for many Vears paſt, and have transfer- 
red the Trouble of entertaining me, to other 
Hands. I never conſidered it as the Puſineſs of 
Life, but always as the Higheſt of the jucunda 
oblivia vitæ. Your Son is Scholar enough, to con- 
ſtrue that for you. 

How much farther I might be capable of being 
tranſported, were it poſſible to reſtore the ancient 
Power of Muſic to us, is impoſſible to ſay. I 
believe as far as any one, for no Man alive has 
ſtran ger Paſſions. *Tis to them I owe all my 
Philoſophy. Temerity induces Caution, and 
Extravagance preaches Oeconomy. 

The Renſon of uu ſic's ſuperior Excellence, 
with the exuaordinary Powers reported of it in 
ancice Bitlory, both ſacred and profane, was 
owl 4: to the f Maſters of it being equally 
verein Poerry and Philotophy. The Arts and 
Sciences, Which are conſidered and practiſed 

among 
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among the Moderns, as diſtin Studies, or ſe. 
parate Dep:rtments, marched in Alliance toge- 
ther, in thoſe happy Times. 

Our Muſic therefore muſt neceſſarily have 
greatly fallen off, from the original Spirit and 
Faculty of Harmony. Our Compoſers have no 
farther Obje & in Contemplation, than meer Air, 
and Concord. And being generally totally illite- 


rate, in every other Science, have neither Con- 


ception, nor Capacity, to comprehend any Thing 
farther, in their Operas. This is the Reaſon that 
ſuch Mufic can only, as Pope ſays of undeſerved 
Praiſe, 


© Play round the Head, but never touch the 
* Heart.” 


In ſhort, that which was formerly a moſt com- 
prehenſive Science, is now reduced. to almoſt 2 
ſimple mechanic Art, 


© Not thus Ampbion tun'd the warbling Lyre, 

© Nor Fab the founding Clarion could inſpire ; 

Nor fierce Theodanus, whoſe ſprightly Strain 

© Could ſwell the Soul to Rage, and fire the 
martial Train.” 


Poetry, *tis true, has been often ſet to Muſic; 
but not being adapted by the Poet, the Spirit of 
the Muſe was till wanting, to the Concert. All 
that the Muſician alone can do, is to ſuit the 
Sound to the Words; perhaps, in ſome Degree, 
to the Senſe too; but the Warmth, the Imagi- 
nation, the Impreſſion, of the Poet, remains till 


* 


unbarmonized. 
But blend the Poet and Muſician, both in one, 
the Concert riſes, indeed, yet the Perfection of 
Muſic muſt ſtill be deficient of it's original Ef- 
tet, without the Aid of Philoſophy. The 
Knowlcdge 


ality, 
allot t 
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Knowledge of human Nature, of the various 
Paſſions and Affe ctions of the intelſe Qual Soul, 
is neceſſary to complete it's Powers over the ra- 
tional Mind. - 


Philoſophy, Poetry, and Muſic What a 
Trio! An Hallelujah upon Earth! 
Adieu ! 
Henry, 


LETTER DL 


Y dear Fanny knows my Manner; my 
Mind has ever taken a natural Turn to 
Reflection, and ſince I have been acquainted with 
you, I have given myſelf the Way of digeſting 
my Thoughts, by methodizing them on-Paper. 
| ſend you one of my Lucubrations of this Morn- 
” ing, which I ſhall ſtyle, 


The Jubileet of Mortality. 


Herodotus mentions a Nation, whoſe Manner 
was, to put on Mourning on the Birth of a Child, 
ſic; N on Account of the enſuing Miſeries of this Life; 
t of Wand to feaſt, and rejoice, upon a Death, as being 
All Reſt from Toil and Labour. 
the do not think with ſo much philoſophic Seve- 
ree, W rity upon this Subject; but on conſidering this 
agl- WW Paſſage in Herodotus, the following Reflections 
till bave occurred to my Mind. 

[ diſtinguiſh the natural Life of Man, as Ma- 
ne, WE thematicians do the natural Day, into two equal 
| of WF Parts, Life and Death. I fix the Medium of Mor- 
Li- tity, at an Hundred Years ; fifty of which I 
The WW :llot to Life, and fifty to Death. 
dg Men 


— 


— 


N 
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Men do not, indeed, generally, hold out ſo 
long, but I ſpeak of what Nature will admit of 
For *tis Accident, not Age, that ſends us to the 
Grave, before that Period. And perhaps, it may, 
with as much Reaſon, be ſaid, when Men exceed 
that Ara, that they live an accidental Life, a 
that they die an accidental Death before it. 

Thus ”till fifty, I ſay that a Perſon is in ſuch, 
or ſuch a Year of bis Life; but at ſixty, or ſe- 
venty, that he is in the tenth, or twentieth Year 
of bis Death, 

Life is a Journey; but not throughout Me 
travel on to a certain Point, and neither reſt there 
nor proceed ; but return back, from Midage, to 
Childage again. Our Time fhould, therefore, 
be equally divided, as is the Journey. 

This State of Things, then, would afford u 
three Jubilees. The firſt, at our Birth, rejoicing 
to run our Courſe ; the ſecond, on turning the 
Goal; and the laſt, happieſt, and moſt glorious, 
when the Race 1s finiſhed, and we are going to 
receive the Victor's Wreath. 


Palmagque nobilis—evehit ad Deas. 
Adieu | 


Henry. 
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's Letter, and 


RECEIVED: im Neat Harry 

could not help MY at his 1 ll Fabilee ; ; 
though there is really Something very rational in 
it. There is a certain Period, when we ſhould 
wiſh to die; or where the natural Hankering 
after Life may be yet too ſtrong i in us, when our 
Friends ſhould with it for us; and that is long 
before the Century you have ret out for mor- 
tal Date. Ir 

Our Reflections ſhould be more turned toward 
this Subject, than they too generally are. It may 
not only govern our Lives, but render the Idea 
of Death, ſo philoſophically familiar to us, as to 
prevent any Diſturbance, or Dread, in our laſt 
Moments. 

How ſhort and inconſiderable a Thing is Life! 
We hardly grafp it, *till we let it go. 


As when fair Iris has a-while diſplay'd 
Her wat'ry Arch with various Painture gay, 

* While yet we gaze the gaudy Colours fade, 
And from our ſhort-lived Wonder ſteal away.” 


Providence has wiſely planted a certain Paſſion 
for Life, in our original Compoſition ;, other- 
vile there is Nothing in Reaſon, or Philoſophy, 
that ſhould make us fond of it. 

I met with a Collection of Poems, ſome Years 
ago, the Author's Name I forget, in which there 
was ſome good Poetry, with. a great Turn cf 
puilolophic Reſſection. I remember one Paſlage 


among them, which ſtruck me ſo ſtrongly, as to 
tempt me to get it by Heart; and as it is appli- 
cable to this Subject, I ſhall endeavour to recol- 


lect it upon this Occaſion. 
Vor. IV. F 


© Like 
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© Like to the Falling of a Star, 
Or as the Flights of Eagles are; 
2 © Or like the freſh Spring's gaudy Hue, 
Or Silver Drops of Mornipg Dew Fr; 
© Or like a Wind that chafes the Flood; 
Or Bubbles which on Water ſtood; 
© Ev'n ſuch is Man, whoſe borrow'd Light 
© Is ſtraight call'd in, and paid To-night. 
© The Wind blows out; the Bubble dies, 
The Spring entomb'd in Autumn lies; 
The Dew dries up; the Star is ſhot; 
The Flight is = and Man forgot,” 


Adieu ! 


France. 


LE I. 


Henry and Frances. T21 


LETTER Dll: 


Dear Fanny, 


ht AM pleaſed with the Quotation you ſent me, 
| and wiſh you would endeavorr to recolle& 
the Author's Name, that I might purchaſe all his 
„Works. Now, to the Eye of Philoſophy alone, 
without taking an Hereafter into the * wr?! 
what fignifies 1t, after Time has gone by, whe- 
ther we were the Meteor, the Eagle, the Flower, 
the Dew, the Wind, the Bubble, or the Man ? 
We have inſenſibly engaged ourſelves upon an 
edifying, but not a very pleaſing Subject, at pre- 
ſent, however, I ſhall continue it, for the Re- 
mainder of this Letter, juſt to give you a Fran- 
ſcript of a Writing I met with, a long Time 
ſince, among ſome Papers of a deceaſed Friend, 
and which muſt have been only a Copy, as the 
Perſon was not much either of a Poet, or a Phi- 
lofopher—tbongh an excellent Muſician, But where 
to trace the Original, I know not. | 


Adieu ! 
E I. 


H. nry. 


F 2 What 
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What Man is he that liveth, and ſhall not ſee 
Death ? 


The human Body contains in it's very Texture 
the Seeds of certain Diſſolution, that is, though 
you ſet aſide all the poſſible Accidents ariſing 
from Intemperance, from the Influence of the 
Elements, the Climate, and every other externa 
and contingent Cauſe, the human Frame itſelf, 
after a certain Period, would grow into Rigidity; 
the Fluids would decreaſe, the Solids accumulate, 
the Arteries offify, the Blood ſtagnate, and the 
Wheels of Lite ſtand ſtill. - 


The ſtiffenꝰd Limbs grow cold, the Blood congeals, 
The quivering Lips eternal Silence ſeals, 

The Pulſe ſubſides, the Lungs expand no more; 
And clammy Sweats ooze out at every Page. 
So fruitful Streams which bleſt the Country round, 
Stagnate at once, in icy Fetters bound, 

Till by the Influence of returning Day 
Diſſolv'd again, the murmuring Currents play: 
But here no Day ſucceeds, no Morning Light, 
But all is clos'd in everlaſting Night. 


When a few Years are come, then muſt be go tht 
Way whence be ſball not return: For I know thi 
thou wilt bring him to Death, and to the Houſe «f- 
pointed for all Living, Jos. 


Fiat voluntas tua ! 


Amen / 


L E I. 


E I. 
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LETTER: DIV; 


Dublin. 
Dear Harry, 


LL our Friends are aſſembled here, to at- 
tend our Lord Lieutenant, who landed 
Yeiterday, I confeſs I feel a Sort of Impatience 
to have a View of one of the Percy Family, that 
has rendered its Name fo famous in Hiſtory. 
dome what like the Senſation that Sir Philip Sidney 
aid he was always affected with, on reading the 
Ballad of Chevy-C5ace ; as if he had heard the 
Sound of a Trumpet. 

This Kind of Diſpoſition in my Mind, prompt- 
ed the following Stanzas, which I wrote extem- 
pore laſt Night. 


On the Lanning of the Earl and Counteſs of. 
NORTHUMBERLAND, 


Let bleſt Hibernia now rejoice, 

Applanding her lov'd Monarch's Choice, 
Loud Pans let her ſing ; 

To welcome Percy to this Iſle 

Let every Grace and Virtue ſmile, 


Each Hill and Valley ring. 


Deſcended from that generous Blood, 
Which held the Power of doing Good, 
Their ſtrongeſt, brighteſt Shield ; 
Which oft oppos'd Oppreſſion's Sway, 
And turn'd the Fortune of the Day, 
In many a well-fought Field. 


F 42 Fir'd 
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Fir'd with the Theme, my ardent Muſe 


Their glorious Actions now purſues 
Thro' the hiſtoric Page. 


But for the Taſk too weak my Lay, | De 
My Life too ſhort due Praiſe to pay, 

The Work would aſk an Age. 1 

| his ge 


I hope this Letter will not reach your Hand I bettet 
in the Country, for we expect you in Town, MW mult 
every Day. ve lo 


Adieu | 


France: 


I. E I. 
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LETTER Dv. 


Dear FAN N, 

PASS but a melancholic Time of it here. 

Poor Mr. R has not been able, with all 
his good Senſe, Virtue, and Religion, . to get the 
better of his Misfortune, His Loſs was great, I 
muſt confeſs, but ſo would the World's be, ſhould 
we loſe him ; and I much fear his exceſſive Grief 
may injure his Health, which 1s not very valid at 
reſent. FO 

[ have got the Aſſiſtance of his Books, to finiſn 
my Hiſtory and Genealogy of the Families of 
Lord and Lady Nertbumberland, in which I have 
included. the Somerſet and Weymouth Houſes, as 
Lady Northumberland is derived from them, as 
well as from the Percys. This, you know, was 
more than I intended, when I left Dublin. 

This Morning I wrote a Preface to the Work, 
which I ſhall incloſe to you, in this Letter. I de- 
gn to leave this Place on Thurſday next, and 
dope to dine with you, the next Day. 


Adieu ! 


Henry. 


7 4 PREFACE 


| 
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PREFACE to an Extract of the Hiſtory and 
Genealogy of the noble Families of the Earl and 
Counteſs of Northumberland. 


Upon looking over the Britiſh Magazines, 
perceived that in every. Number, there is a Ge- 
nealogy given of ſome one noble Family or other, 
I was ſurpriſed and diſappointed, at not meeting 
with the Percy Name among the illuſtrious Roll, 
What! though the Titles were extinct, in He- 
raldry, lives not the Name to Immortality, in 
Hiſtory? | 

This Reflection has prompted me to collect, 
from the Annals of England, the Characters, and 
Achievements of this heroic Houſe ; which have 
ſutficiently ſupplied me with Materials to raiſe 
the Admiration and Applauſe of the Reader, with- 
out encumbering him with the tedious and unpro- 
fitable Narrative of a dull Line of Pedigree. 

Fieraldry, ſuperficially conſidered, or confined 
mecrly to. Genealogy, is, certainly, one of the 
vaireit o Sciences. The Plebeian, as well a 
the Patrician, has an equal Line of Anceſtry, 
though not upon Record; and whether a Perſon 
be derived from an ancient Houſe, or an old Ctt- 
tie, canrot peſſiply occaſion any other Differ- 
ence, between ng pre Generation, than what 
may ſimply relate to Richer, or Poorer, Stan- 
mata guid faciunt ? But if we conſider this Matter 
in a truly phileſophic Light, it muſt then appear 


to be a Thing of real Worth and Conſequence ; 


to have its Ules, and its Merits. 

Ariſe from what it may, there is confeſledly, 
a remarkable Difference obſervable in the Human 
Species; and in Men, as well as among Horſes, 
are to be found more ſervile Garrans, than gene- 
rous Courſers. When therefore certain Perſons 


happen 
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happen to ſpring forward from the Goal of com- 
and non Life, and diſtancing the Multitude, ſhall 
and WF have diſtinguiſhed themſelves in the Race of 
Virtue, they mark themſelves to be of the /ele# 
Few, their Progeny thence become Heirs ' of 
s, | Bhod, and add a Strength and Dignity to that 


Ge, State, whereof they ſhall happen to become 
ver, Members, either by Birth, or by Adoption. 
- Theſe are the juſt Objects of a Sovereign's 
Oll. 


Diſtinction, and theſe alone, have a Right to re- 
ceive the Palma Nobilis; for Honours are not 
Preſents, but Premiums. They ſhould never be 
the Objects of Envy, but of Emulation. 

Lewis the XIVth invited all Foreigners eminent: 
in Learning, to tranſplant themſelves into his 
Dominions. This indeed, enriched and adorned 
his Kingdom, but added no Virtue, no Vigour 
to his Empire. This indeed, made him a grand, 
but not a great Monarch. Theſe Subjects were 
no Match for Marlborough, for as Quixotte 
ſays, the Pen blunts not the Lance; but an illite- 
rate Turk, or German, traced back to a Scander-- 
beg, or a Nadaſli, might have arreſted that Heroe 


10 in his Courſe, or rather Race, of Victory. 
my There is then, a Kind of moral Security, as. 
fer it were, handed down to the Public, from an il- 


luſtrious Anceſtry, which induces a Confidence. 
and Reliance, on the Virtue of certain Families; 
of thoſe ſelect ones, I mean, which had been en- 
nobled by Merit, not by Favour. The Chineſe 
raiſe a Fund of Credit, upon the Aſhes of their 
Fathers, alone : But Nobles make a Depoſit of 
their whole Anceſtry : In this only rational Light 
of Heraldry, let England compare the Brunſwic, 
to the Stuart Line. 

| F 5 This 
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This Recagnizance, indeed, may ſometimes be 
forfeited, by fome unlucky Croſs in tbe Strain , 
but wherever Inſtances of Cowardice, Baſeneſi, 
or Diſhonour ſhall happen to intervene ; ſhoyld 
auy  ſinifter- baſe. Points obtain, in what may then 
be deemed only the Eſcutcheon of Pretence, Heral. 
dry ought ſurely, to interpoſe the Bor of Baſlge- 
dy, in their Caat, by Way of attainting ſuch for- 
ſeited Titles, and cutting off the Line of heredi- 
tary. Honours, from a branded and degenerate 
Race. For ſuch as the Tree, ſuch will be the Fruit, 
thereof. | 

Heraldry then, under this View, is certainly 

a truly reſpectable Science; and if Genealogies 
were written more in the Style of Hiſtory, with 
which all that are worth recording, are, of Courſe, 
connected, they would not only be an entertain- 
ing, but an improving Study, likewiſe, to all 
young Men of Senſe, Spirit, or Fortune, juſt 
entering upon the public Stage of active Life. 
I have attempted Something of this Kind, in 
the following TraQs, and for my Failure in the 
Execution, let it be conſidered, that this is my 
firſt Eſſay, in a Manner of Writing hitherto un- 
eſſayed before. I had no Precedent to guide me; 
but che SubjeQs themſelves which I had ſelected, 
were of fo inipiring a Nature, that they dictated 
ſuch RefleQions, as J have taken the Liberty 
to introduce into the following Sheets. 


J. E T. 
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BI DYE, 


Dear Namur, 

DESIGNED to have leſt this To-morrow, 

but ſome Company, expected here this Day, 
have diſappointed, and I don't care to leave them 
alone, at this Time; ſome Friends are to arrive 
from Dublin, in the next Stage, and I ſhall 5 
out the Morning after. 

We have the Engliſh Papers here, which are 
loaded with Abuſe againſt the Peace ; but that 
determines Nothing with me. I have known a 
Miniſtry wrote up, and wrote down, ſo frequent- 
ly, by hireling Libellers, or Panegyriſts, who 
have obtained the Art of gloſſing over — fouleſt 
Meaſures, and blotting the faireſt ones, that I 
have learned at laſt, to acquisſce intitely in that 
Miniſtry, and thoſe Meaſures, which bis Majeſ- 
ty himſelf approves ; becauſe, being betterinform- 
ed, and; more intereſted, in the Regulation of 
Government, than any af his Subjects, he muſt 
certainly, be better capacitated to judge for them, 
by being better able to judge for himſelf. In 
this F thipk 1 judge right; too, myſelf, far this 
rery good: Reaſon, that I am no Politician. 

| would write more, but that the Dav is fine, 
ad. the Scene ſo beautiful from my Window, 
that I am tempted to > walk, 


Alieu my Life, 
Henry. 


7 T. 


L. E T. 


_ 
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LETTER DVIL 
Dear FAN NY, 


HE Reflections I made laſt Poſt, upon the 
Engliſh News-Papers, dwelt in my Mind 
during my Morning's Walk, and in the Even- 


ing I fat down to digeſt them, in the following 


Effay : 
On the late Change in the Miniſtry.” 


EVER ſince the Change in the Miniſtry, upon 
Mr. Pitt's Reſignation, and Lord Bute's 
taking up the Reins of Government, I have at- 
tentively confidered the Merits of the political 
Controverſy, which then commenced, and has 
ever ſince, continued. | 
I I Have never, in the leaſt, weighed this Sub- 
ject, with Regard to his Lordſhip*s Integrity, or 
Abilities, nor mifemployed one Moment of my 
Time, in canvaſſing the reſpective Merits of 


the ſeveral Miniſters, in or out. My Reflections 
have been intirely pied upon a much more 
| intereſting Object, namely, his Majeſty's Scheme 


of Policy, in the Meaſures he has fo reſolutely 
purſued, ever fince that Period. 

The admirable Conſtitution of England, is 
framed upon the Correſpondence and Co-opera- 
tion of three Eſtates, ſo equally poized, that no 
one of them can poſſibly have the Power, or even 
any Manner of true political Intereſt, in deſtroy- 
ing the Balance of either of the others. 

However, as the moſt infallible of Human 


Laws, muſt be adminiſtered by fallible Agents, 
our 
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our Legiſlature has, for a conſiderable Time paſt, 
been corrupted by a fourth Eflate, which has im- 
poſed itſelf upon the other Three, namely, the 
Miniſtry ; which like that of the Goſpel, 
has too much infringed upon the Orthodoxy 
of our Conftitution, and greatly endangered the 
State. 

For 'as the Popes of Rome, by aſſuming to 
themſelves the Powers of Binding, and Releaſing, 
have long ſince ſuperſeded their God, ſo the 
Miniſtry of England, by paſſing all royal Favours 
through their own Conduit, have for ſome 
Reigns paſt, reduced our Monarchs to the Con- 
ſderation of a meer Doge of Venice, a ſimple 
Pageant of State, with regal Rank, indeed, but 
reſtrained from all kingly Powers. 

Might it not then, have preceeded from a juſt 
and political Reſentment againſt this upflart Ty- 
ranny, that his Majeſty had reſolved, like Lewin 
the XIIth, who, as a French Hiftorian expreſſes 
it, fut le premier qui mit les Rois Hors de Page, to 
emancipate his Prerogative, to vindicate his de 
faflo, as well as his de jure Rights, to preſerve 
the Independency of his Yea and Nay, to rule 
done, and not to ſuffer a Miniſter, like ano- 
a Trinculo, to erect himſelf into a Viceroy over 

m, 

Upon the Reſignation of Mr. Pitt, an Op- 
portunity, which it had been imprudent to have 
created, fairly preſented itſelf, for breaking 
through the Bands of a deſpotic Junto, by chu- 
ing his Miniſters, from their Merits, not their 
Pretences ;, from their Integrity in Council, not 
their Corruption in Parliament. The late King 
had happily broke the Scotcb Clans, upon a late 
Occaſion, and his preſent Majeſty, upon this 
one, 


132 LETTERS befcuren 


one, has aimed a juſtifiable, and truly politica 
Stroke, at the Exgliſß ones. 

But the ſelecting a Scattiſb Miniſter, for an 
Fnghfb Nation, has, it ſeems, given à popula 
Offence. But then, gt not this have been 
Part of that fair and 5 Plan of Governmenf, 
which his Majeſty's Wiſdom and- Juſtice had 
ſramed to binoſelf, upon this Gt This was 
a Meaſure, agreeable to the Turn given to a 
Line in Virgil, 


Tros, T yriufove mibi nulli diſcrimine agetur, 


by that moſt excellent Prince, Henry of Wales, 
who, upon ſome ſuch jealous. Occaſion, as this 
expreſſed himſelf thus, Anglus, Scotuſve milu, &c. 
This was the Principle of a Scettiſb Prince. This 
the Policy of a Stuart. And ſhall an Engli{b 
King, of the brave Brunſwic Line too, betray a 
leſs beral Soul ! 

But the ſelf- intereſted Great, with the narrow- 
minded Small, cry out, this is to be partial, — 
This is to be. abſolute | No ——- This is not 
Partiality io Scotland, but Impartiality. io Great- 
1 is not to be aue, but to be 


"But not the Miniſter only, but his Accs allo, 
have been exclaimed, againſt. Fhere are none 
of them worth our conſidering, in this Place, 
except the Peace, And if this does pot pleaſe us, 
it may perhaps be one ſtrong Reaſon for it, that 
no Conditions of Accommodation, which. it had 
heen poſſible for us to have obtained, or even 
prudent to have inſiſted upon, would have ſatis 
fied 2 brave, a vicorious, and an untractable 
People. 

But 
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But the Balance of Power is, at preſent, ſo well 
underſtood, and fo cloſely attended to, by the 
ſeveral States of Earope, that there are certain 
Boundaries already fixed, beyond, which no mo- 
lern Conqueror may exceed. Hitherto may ft thou 
w, and na farther, Our late Succefles, indeed, 
vere ſo very rapid, and atchieved in ſo. many 
liferent Parts of the World, at almoſt one and 
the ſame Time, that we had outſtript the An- 
jhyFionic Genius of Europe, even before it could 
have been well aware of it's Danger. But this 
ſring-Tide of Conqueſt, muſt have ſoon deceded, 
and could we have retained theſe Acquiſitions, 
from the vanquiſhed Foe, nay, had we even at- 
tempted it, our own Allies, confederating with 
all the neutral Powers of Europe, would have 
taken up Arms againſt us. 

For our Wars may be reſembled to the Game 
of Picquet, An Hundred is up——one Party has 
gained Ninety-nine, and the next Deal may give 
him a Repicque, and Capot ; which poſſibly, may 
reckon an Hundred and Sixty-four. But the Laws 
of Play will allow him but one, for the Whole, 
in the preſent Circumſtances of the Game, to the 
great Scandal of ignorant By-ſtanders; who 
might know no more of the Matter, than juſt to 
de able to number the Points. 

And in Reality, all modern Warfare may be 
compared to Family Play. Loſs and Gain, the 
Run for, and againſt, goes on from Time to- 
Time; but on the ſumming up of the Reckon- 
Ing, at a certain Period, the Account generally 
balances pretty even, among the Parties them- 
klves, but with an beavy Diſcount to the Cards, or 
u the Armies. 


That 
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That Paſſion for War, and Rage of Conqueſt, 
which ſtill ſubſiſts among ſome of the Kings of 
the Earth, is a Remain of the ancient Heroiſm 
of barbarous Times; and it were devoutly to be 
wiſhed, that ſome political Cervantes would riſe 
up, to cure this cruel Phrenzy, by ſhewing, not 
only the crying Sin of it, but the mutual Loſs 
ſuſtained by it. 


L E T- 
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LETTER DVIII. 
Dear Harry, {5 

HAVE this Day completed the Furniture 

of our Houſe, and it looks extremely neat and 
comfortable, I walked through every Room, 
this Morning, with great Pleaſure and Satis- 
faction, my dear Children following at my 
Heels, and admiring every Thing. 

This is the third Houſe we have been in Poſ- 
ſeſſion of, but the firſt we could promiſe ourſelves 
any perfect Enjoyment in; as your Circumſtances 
were never upon any reaſonable Certainty be- 
fore, and that this is the firſt Time we ever had 
our Children together, under our own Roof. 

Your Abſence at this Time, renders me more 
uneaſy than ever it did before. I can bear Dit- 
ficulties and Diſtreſſes alone, better than I can 
endure Happineſs, if that were poſſible, without 
your Partnerſhip. But there is no perfect Satis- 
faction, in this Life, and when I compare the 
irkſome Neceſſity of the too frequent Separati- 
ons, which your Avocations occaſion, with the 
Unhappineſs of ſome Couples, and the Inſenfibi- 
lity ot moſt of the Reſt of our Friends and Ac- 
quaintances, how infinitely ought I to prefer 
the pleaſing Pain of lamenting your Abſence, not 
only to the being rendered uneaſy by your Pre- 
ſence, but even to our being indifferent toward 
each other together 

I have engaged a little Party to (ſpend this 
Evening, with me, in my new Dwelling. What 
a welcome Surprize would it be to us all, it you 
ſhould be now on your Return, and happen to 


ſtep 
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ſtep in among us? — Tis not impoſſible, from 
the Nature of the Buſineſs you went about, and 
what we ardently wiſh, we always think to be 
poſſible, at leaſt. 

1 ſhall conclude this Letter, in the pleafing 
Hope that you may not receive it, as I am, dear 
Harry, your truly affe ctionate Wife, 


Frances, 


3 * „ „ „ — — OO CE" — 


- 


LETTER DIX. 


Dear Harry, 
RECEIVED your Letter, and am forry 
for the farther Delay which this new Buſine!; 

ou are engaged in, muſt occaſion, I ſhould 
be a al eafier about it, if I imagined 
that all the Trouble you are taking for that 
Perſon, would anſwer any Manner of End, at 
all, either to yourſelf or him. But I know 
that every Battlement you raiſe for him, he will 
throw down again, by his own Folly and Perverſe- 
neſs, as he has ever done before ; and if he 
ſhould be grateful at laſt, for all your Services, 
he muſt then be poſſeſſed of one Virtue, which is, 
by ſo much, more than ever I could detect bim 
in, upon a long and intimate Acquaintance. 

A Perſon may be unfortunate, and even un- 
happy, with all the Worth imaginable ; but his 
Misfortunes could never be of the Kind that he 
labours under. Had he any one Merit in the 
World, he could not be the Obje& of general 

Reproach ; 


rom 
and 
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Reproach; he could not, at this Time of Day, 
be deſtitute of every Friend in Life, except 
what your romantic Humanity has afforded him. 

Dublin is very full at preſent, and our Court 
extremely gay. Lord and Lady Northumber- 
land are vaſtly liked, by all Ranks of People. 
They are affable, magnificent, and liberal, every 
Thing en Prince. --- Theſe are popular Qualities, 
and deſerve to be ſo. 

I wiſh you would haſten from the dull Place 
you are in, and take ſome Share of our City Gaie- 
ty. You owe it to yourſelf, and you owe it to 
your affectionate Wife, 


Frances, 


* 
— 


L E T- 


138 LETTERS between 
LETTER DX: 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


HAVE done my Buſineſs here, that is, 
I mean, I bave done with it. For though | 
undertook. it, at his own earneſt Requeſt, and 
had brought the Strife to a Compromiſe of his 
own pointing out, ſome new PunQtilio, ſome 
other Folly in the Shape of Pride, has broken 
off the Treaty, perhaps for Life. But he muſt 
certainly have ſet his Character upon it, and has 
an Ambition to appear the moſt miſerable Man 
alive. Hell has it's Martyrs, witneſs Vanini, 
Cc , and all Suicides. 

I dined Yeſterday at , when I carried 
the Propoſal. — There happened to be three 
Lords in Company ; and the Difference of their 
Manners, afforded me ſome Matter of RefleQton, 
One was a Peer, by lineal Deſcent, another by 
Accident, the Death of a diſtant Relation, and 
the Third, by Creation. 

The Firſt was condeſcending without Mean- 
neſs, and ſeemed to have Spirit without Pride, 
The Second conſtantly kept up our Attention 
to his Dignity, but at the ſame Time affected 
ro think it a Matter of no Conſequence, --- Ee 
ſaid one incomparable Thing,“ that the being 
a Lord was ſo natural to him, he did not find 
any Difference, between kimſelf and another 
Gentleman,” Thelaſt appeared to be puffed up 
+ with his freſh Honours, like the Stomach with 
new Bread, and with the Pride of that Wealth, 
which was his only Merit to them. 


[ 


But 
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But it is natural for upſlart Noblemen to be 
prouder, than thoſe to whom Honours are derived. 
They feel the whole Vigour of their Pedigree, 
in themſelves, and the Root of a Tree is always 
ſtronger than the Branches, the Source than the 
Stream. | | 


© Birth is a Shadow,— Virtue ſelf-ſuſtain'd, 
* Out-lord's Succeſſion's Phlegm, and needs 


*' no Anceſtors.” 


I ſhall dine with you, To-morrow, if you'll 
wait for me till Five o*'Clock.—1 ſhould have 
been on my Road now, if it was not Sunday. 


Adieu ! my Life. 


Henry, 


LI 
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LETTER DXL 


FRAN CES fo Henry. 


OUR Books are come Home, and very 
neatly bound. I have placed them in your 
Library, which really begins to have the Air of 
one already. I had the Curioſity to reckon the 
Number, and it amounts to fix Hundred and ſe- 
venteen. But what a Reduction would there 
happen in the Corps, if your Scheme in the Tri- 
umvirete ſhould ever take F ffe& ? * 

Our Seſſion is cloſed. I ſaw the State paſs by, 
Yeſterday, after the Royal Aſſent was given, 
and I own I felt unhappy about it. There ne- 
ver was a Government . more grateful to the 
People of Ireland than this, and the Concern was 
viſible in all the Faces round me, for their too 
ſoon Departure. 

Poetry is natural to ſtrong Affections. I al- 
ways find it ſo, in myſelf, for without the leaſt 
Thought of it the Moment before, I ſat down, as 
ſoon as the Proceſſion had gone by, and extem- 
porized the following Stanza's ; which you'll find 
alſo in r of this Day, as Mr. 
8 — was by, and begged them from me. 


When from the rigid northern Zone 
The Shepherd views the parting Sun 
Send forth it's lateſt Ray: 
Deſponding Thoughts now fill his Breaſt, 
His ſadden'd Eye regards the Weſt, 
He mourns the Loſs of Day. 


An 


* Laſt Chapter of the firſt Volume, 


9 AW, 
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— 
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An Half Vear's Abſence he deplores 

Of that bleſt Luminary's Pow'rs, 
Which bids all Nature ſmile ; 

But our bright Sun withdraws apace ; 

For more, alas! than thrice that Space, 
From this grief. darkened Iſle. 


O! may his wiſh'd Return, once more, 
To us that Age of Gold reſtore, 
Which Poets only feign ! 
Like Pliny, may he riſe to Fame, 
And by deputed AQs proclaim, 
A ſecond Trajan's Reign. 


E. G. 
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LETTER DXIL 
HENRT fo FRANCES. 


AM now at Couſin H——s; I left N 

Yeſterday, and paſſed my Time very chear- 
fully and agreeably there.—I always ſpeak this 
with a certain Reſerve, whenever you are not 
one of the Company. One cannot have com- 
plete Enjoyment, without the full Poſſeſſion of 
all their Senſes; nor then, without the fele& 
Objects of them. How many Apprehenſions ſleep 
in Apathy, when you are from me? Your Ab- 
ſence renders me a very Stoic.—Y our Preſence 
a perfe& Epicurean. 

I did not venture to publiſh ſuch Sentiments 
in the Company 1 have been in, ſince I left you. 
The great World ſeem to have entered into an Aſ- 
ſociation of late, to laugh Virtue and Morals out 
of Countenance. Particularly che Pleaſures of a 
married Life, are treated like the Notion of a 
ſixth Senſe ; more viſionary than real. 

Among our gayer Neighbours, on the Conti- 
nent, ſuch Maxims may be accounted for; but 
we Inſulars, I think have begun at the wrong 
End of Manners, as we certainly are not yet ſuf— 
ficiently refined into Vice, nor poliſbed into Error. 

The Aſſociation * has not yet obtained in this 
County, fo that an heavy and unprofitable Tax 
ſtill ſubſiſts, upon the Hoſpitality of this Neigh- 
. bourhood. This ancient Cuſtom partakes of the 
| Nature 


* An Agreement entered into among the Gentle- 
men of ſeveral Counties in Ireland, not to give Vails 
to Servants. 
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Nature of the Saturnalia, where Feaſts were 
made, for the Benefit of Slaves. In ſhort, while 
this Perquiſite continues, a Country Gentleman 
may be conſidered but as a generous Kind of Inn- 
holder, who keeps - open Houſe, at his own Ex- 
pence, for the ſole Emolument of his Servants. 

But this Extravagance is not confined, at pre- 
ſent, ſolely to the Country, where it originall 
took it's Riſe; for a Dinner in Dublin, and al 
the Towns in Ireland, is become, of late, an ex- 
penſive Ordinary, Nay, if you have any Sort 
of Buſineſs to tranſaQ, even in a Morning, witk 
a Perſon who keeps bis Port, you may levee him 
fifty Times, without being admitted by his Swiſs 
Porter. So that as I have got into the Track of 
ſcholaſtic Preciſion, I ſhall conſider a great Man 
as a Monſter, who may not be ſeen, till you have 
ſe d bis Keepers. 

I have ſent you up a Parcel of Gibier, by the 
dtage, with a Baſket of Fruit. My Blefling to 
my Children, and 


Adieu / 
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LETTER D XIII. 
Dublin. 


. 
My dear HARRY 


S. L-— and I went out of Town, Ye- 

ſterday, to Bray, 8 to your De- 

te, to look for ſome convenient Lodgings near 

the Sea, to ſpend the Remainder of the Summer 

in, for the Advaiitage of bathing, if it ſhould 

agree with me, which it has never done yet. But 

I ſhall attempt another Trial of it, this Seaſon, 
at your Requeſt. 

However, the Experiment cannot be made on 
that Coaſt, for I found every Place that was ha- 
bitable, already engaged to Invalids, or retired 
Citizens. Therefore, we muſt explore ſome 
other Shore, and as you are to be fo ſoon in 
Town, I chuſe to defer my Jaunt, *till we can 
both go together. 

Or, perhaps.—I am afraid to ſpeak out.— 
But, in ſhort, I am, by no Means, ſatisfied with 
your Scheme, or rather no Scheme of Life, at 
preſent. I love Ireland extremely, both the Coun- 
try, and the People of it, and were our Circum- 
ſtances but independent enough to make even 
the moſt reaſonable Proviſion for our Children, 
I would chearfully acquieſce, and ſpend the Re- 
mainder of my Life here, with Pleaſure. 


Ireland is as good a Country as any in Europe, 
for Perſons, even of moderate Fortunes, to ene 
bot 
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both the SatisfaQtions and Elegancies of Life in ; 
but certainly, you muſt agree with me, that it 
is, by no Means, the Place for thoſe, who have 
either Spirit, Parts, or Adventure, in them, and 
have their Fortunes yet to make. 

You have many Relations and Friends, on the 
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other Side of the Water, and have been well re- 
commended to ſome of the great ones there. But 
Sollicitations at a Diſtance, always create Delay, 
and frequently Diſappointment. Perſonal Ap- 
plicatiens are undoubtedly the moſt effeQual, 
and the being often in Sight, is the beſt Memo- 
randum. 

Beſides, you have ſome Writings, both of 
yours and mine, which you deſign for the Preſs, 
and if you are not upon the Spot, you can never 
diſpoſe of them, to any Manner of Advantage. 
Your Attention will be neceſſary alſo, toward 
the forwarding and correcting them, as the 
Sheets come out, if you would have them appear 
with that critical Exactneſs, that I have known 
you too ſcrupulous about, in former Inſtances ; 
otherwiſe you will be obliged to ſpend too much 
of your 'Time, in Comma-bunting, as I have 
_ you do before, after the Works are pub- 
ſhed. 

If your Writings, for I have not the leaſt Vani- 
ty about my own, ſhould happen to meet with 
that Approbation which I think their moral and 
other Merits intitle them to, it may be ſome Ad- 
vantage to be perſonally known, where you can 
be beſt taken Notice of, — There may be ſome 
Patrons of Literature there.---This is as much the 
Iſland of Saints, as it is of Learning, at preſent. 

You have received many and ſignal Favours 


from Providence, in your Life, which has hitherto 
G2 ſuſtained 
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ſuſtained and ſupported you through numberleſs 
Difficulties and Diſtreſſes. There is no Corner of 
the Univerſe where it's Eye cannot reach, or it's 
Hand extend, But there we ſhall be within the 
ordinary Courſe of it's Benefits, and why put it 
to the Expence of a Miracle in our Favour, by 
remaining here 
I have done, and aſk Pardon. 


Adiew t 


Frances. 


L E T. 


J. 
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LETTER DXIV. 


Dear FAN NY, 


RECEIVED your Letter, and think you 

too modeſt in it. The Reaſons you give 
for going to England, at preſent, are really very 
good; at leaſt ſo far, that the Plauſibility of them, 
would ever remain a Weight and Reproach, 
upon our Minds, if we ſhould not make the Ex- 
periment. After we have made it, ſhould it fail, 
we can then acquit ourſelves, reſt ſatisfied, and 
ſtay at Home, till Providence knocks at our 
Doors, as it has done before. 

For the above concluſive Reaſon, I am deter- 
mined to ſet out with you, the very Day I get to 
Town, if I find you ready. Which being pre- 
miſed, let me juſt amuſe myſelf with telling you 
ſome of the ObjeQtions I have hitherto had to 
this Scheme, when it has been ſeveral Times 
propoſed to me before, by ſome of my Friends, 
who have made Uſe of pretty much the ſame 
Arguments which you have done, though not ſo 
well ſtated, nor ſo ſtrongly put. 

In thefirſt Place, there has been always Some- 
thing peculiar in my Fate. I have framed man 
Schemes in my Life, which have had all the Ap- 
pearances of Feaſibility, and Proſpects of Suc- 
ceſs, imaginable. I was diſappointed, in every 
one of them. You ſay, very juſtly, that I have 
received many and ſignal Favours from Providence, 
in my Life, --- I have, indeed, but they were 
gratuitouſly ſo, Unſollicited, unexpected, Il wiſh 

G 3 I could 
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I could not add unmerited, alſo. The Race is not 
always to the Swift, nor the Battle to the Strong, 
This Character of my Life has been ſo remark- 
able, that I ſhall fit down, ſome Day or other 
ſoon, and write my own Memoirs, for the 
Amuſement of my Friends ; the moſt intereſting 
Part of which is already told in the Triumwrate, 
under the CharaGer 4 Bewlle, ending with the 
Apology, in Chapter LX VII. 1 0 

I the next Place, what Hopes of Fame and 
Profat, in this Age, from literary Productions? 
Author of any Kind of Merit, in Wit or 
Morals, now-a-days, muſt certainly be a Perſon 
of real Virtue; for be muſt write, as the other 
, mcerly for Self-approbation, or the Applauſe 
of the Few. 

They muſt be actually out of their Wits, to 
think of living by tbem, at preſent. They would be 
Fools to attempt it, and yet were they little bet- 


gain many Readers, or many Friends, is to be 
filly, .or profligate. Witneſs the ſeveral wretched 
Novels, which are publiſhed every Day; par- 
ticularly that one, which has obtained the greateſſ 
Vogue, of late, Sogni d' Infermi, e Fole di Roman- 
24; with that Load of factious Pamphlets, and 
News- paper Eſſays, with which the Preſs ſo 
heavily groans, every Day. For the Public, 
like an injured Maid, is generally fondeſt of him 
who debauches her. 

But enough of this Subject: I have promiſed 
to undertake this yet untried Adventure with you, 
and let us never heſitate one Moment farther 
about it, reſting ſatisfied upon this Maxim ot 
Tacitus, Fertuzam inter dubia, Virtutem inter 
terta, numerare, Your Son deſerves to be whipt 


ter, they might poſſibly ſucceed. The Way to 
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if he can't tranſlate this Paſſage for you, without 
a Dictionary; nay you can t miſs it yourſelf, when 
| tell you that inter, is entre, in French ? ſore- 
ferring you to him, or yourſelf, for ſo much 
Scholarſhip, I ſhall phe myſelf, with Love, 
and Bleſſing to you all, my dear Fanny's ever 
affe ctionate Huſband, 


Henry, 


P. S. I fhall be in n on "As 


at Nom. 


G 4 L E T- 
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wiſhes there may be another Edition of this 
Work, corrected and amended, &c. for the Ho- 
nour of the Author, who he ſays might have been 
deemed 
. He is particularly diſpleaſed at 
Mrs, Seawell's Fall, and ſeveral other Paſſages 
which are by no Means neceſlaty to the . [ 
hope you will not be offended at my ſaying, that 
I look upon him as the beſt Critic that bare 
ever heard ſpeak upon the Subject. 
Mr. M and IJ have had ſome Diſcoufſe, 
upon the ſame Topic, I do not think he is half lo 
candid as H, he charges you, I think un- 
juſtly, with ſeeming to favour the barbarous Cuſ- 
tom of Duelling, and fancies you infected with 
the Vice of our Nation. I diſputed this Point 
with him, and whether from Conviction or Com- 
plaiſance, he ſeemed to give it up. He compli- 
menteg me much on the Platonic Wife, and pre- 
ſers it to Amana. 
I have this Inſtant received your's from Pargote, 
par the incloſed. I hope nest Mail will bring 
an Account of your ſafe Landing, and of 


— few Friends —* well. We are no longer 


on the ſame Continent, but 


a Though Seas divide us, and though Moun- 
© tains part,” &c. 


Adieu my deareſt Harry, 
Iam, with true Affection, 
Your faithful Wite, 


* 
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Bath, May 17th, 1765, all Friends here are 


well, and ſend many Compliments. My Bleſſing 
to my Children, and Love to all, who deſerve it. 


8 


LETTER DXVI. ſ 


Dear FAnnyY Dublin. 
E ſet Sail from Pargate, Yeſterday 
Morning at Six o' Clock, ran fairly be- 

fore a briſk eaſterly Wind, without a Kno?”s De- 
viation, or a Moment's Sickneſs ; and landed this 
Morning, at Six. 

There is Something more pleaſing and eleva- 
ting, in a Motion of this Kind, than in apy 
other whatſoever, On Horſeback, or in a Car- 
riage, one is immediately ſenſible of the Cauſe of 
their Motion, it is a complex Idea of Mechaniſi 
and Labour, it does not become pleaſant, till it 
becomes briſk, and then the Mind begins ſoon 
to reſent the Animal's Fatigue, and not long 
after to feel it's own. But in a Conteyance of 
this Sort, one ſeems in a Manner tranſport 
afar, by ſome ſupernatural Means, as if the Kle- 
ments of Air and Water had been magically in- 
ſpired with an Intelligence together, for our 
Accommodation. | * Ae 

Our little World here, are all up in Arms, at 
my having left you behind me. Were I to ſend 
you all the Loves and Wiſhes I have alteady re- 
ceived for you, it would coſt you double Poſtage, 
and were I to ſend my own, it would require in- 
other Paquet. OS 

My Cholic has left me, Had there been the 
leaſt Matter of Diſguſt in my Stomach, the 
Voyage would have rouſed it. Adieu |! 
Henry. 


I, R T- 


* 
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LETTER DXVII. 


Dear FAN NTV, Dublin. 
RECEIVED the Pleaſure of a Letter from 
you Yeſterday. You can't imagine what an 

Effect this too diſtant Correſpondence has upon 

me. We were never disjointed before. No bro- 

ken Continent between us, *till now, ſince we 
have really been one. I long ſincerely—indeed [ 
do---to be on your Side of the Water, and on 
my own Side of your Bed. rid 

I am very ſorry for Mrs. B 's Account 
of herſelf. 17 you like to accept of her Invitation, 

I ſhall be rejoiced to meet you. there. She is 

certainly, a more congenital Spirit for your Con- 

verſe, than any you know at preſent, or can po{- 
ſibly affociate with in the World, at large. 

She has Senſe, Taſte, and Refinement.. She has 

a Love of Literature, without an Affectation of 

it. She is fo far yourſelf, bat with this Superemi- 
nence, on your Part, that your Manners are 
more hvely, and your Affections warmer. 

* Talways thought Mr. H—— a rational, well- 

informed Man, Mr. M is confeſfedly ſo 
too ; but there is this Obſervation to be made, 
upon the Difference of their Criticiſms, on the 

Trio: One is an Author, and the other not.--- 

You are the ſingle Writer who ever judged can- 
didly, or ſpoke warmly, of cotemporary Writ- 
ings This was Mrs. C-—'s Remark, thrown 
out this Day, upon reading your Letter, And 
to raiſe your Character, I muſt obſerve, that 
this Generoſity is owing to a ſtill more uncom- 
mon Excellence in you, that you have never ſet 


your Fame upon literary Merits, which pre- 
vents 
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vents all Jealouſy.--Your Title in this Particu- 
lar is, undoubtedly, ſuperior to any of your Sex} 
but indeed, my Fanny, your Claim to the higher 
Exeellencies of a temale Character, is ſtill better 
eſtabliſhed. 

Privilege is out- So direct for me under Co- 
the Mr. Flood, at Farmly, near Callen. —1 

Il not receive your Letters from Bath, *till he 
and I meet, So you can expe no Anſwers to 
them. But I ſhall write conſtanily to you, and 
direct henceforward, to Halfmoon-Street. If you 
are not there, Mrs. B will forward my 
Letters to you. 

, and P „ and H 
out their Affections to you. 

I am, my deareſt Fanny, your fond and affec- 
ticnate Huſband, 


are bellowing 


* 
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LETTER DXIX. 


Bath. 


THOUSAND Thanks to my Harry, ig 

the Pleaſure of his every-ſtage Letters, 
fince we parted. More particularly for that from 
Dublin, when all Perils of Sea and Land, were 
over. They afforded me certain Conviction, of 
the Points moſt material to my Happineſs, in 
this Life, your Safety, Health and Kindneſs. In- 
deed, I never had the leaſt Cauſe to ſuſpe& the 
latter; but every Thing that ſtrengthens our 
Faith, even where we do not doubt, in thoſe 
Articles on which our Felicity is grounded, muſt 
be welcome to us. 

I am now glad that you did not return to me, 
the Morning you left Bath, though I confeſs | 
was mortified at ſeeing you paſs by. But one 
Parting was quite enough for ſuch a poor weak 
Animal as I. 

I have little to tell you of myſelf, but that my 
Friends here, from a miſtaken Kindneſs, have 
given themſelves a Deal of unneceſſary Trouble 
about me, and will not ſuffer me to be one Mo- 
ment alone, nor allow me the fond Indulgence of 
regretting a Loſs, which ' tis not in the Power of 
Friendſhip to ſupply. They have but little Notion 
of that Refinement in Sorrow, which affords me 
greater Pleaſure, even in lamenting your Abſence, 


than all their Diſſipation can yield 


I was forced out to the Ball, laſt Night, but 
the Rooms were ſo warm, that I was obliged to 
quit them, in Half an Hour. When I got into 
my own Apartment, I caſt my Eyes upon your 

Cloaths, 
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Cloaths, and began to amuſe myſelf with tacking 
the Paper on them; which reminded me ſtrong- 
ly, of that Paſſage in the Odyſſey, where Penelope 
is deſcribed taking out Ulyſſes Bow, and laying 
it acroſs her Lap, that it hurried me into Ro- 
mance ; and ſoon rendered me unfit to purſue the 
Taſk. I thought of the many lively, polite, and 
kind Things you had. ſaid to me in thoſe Cloaths. 
I thought how inſignificant they then appear- 
ed, the Tenement without the Tenant. 
thought of a Body, after the Soul is fled, ——1 
thought, 'till I became loſt in Thought, then 
went to Bed, and finiſhed my Reverie, in Dreams. 

I happened to be at Colonel 8 — s, this Even- 
ing, and my Eyes ov'erflowed with Pleaſure, at 
ſeeing the Happineſs of the good old Couple, on 
the Arrival of their Grandſon, from School. I 
hope we may, at ſome Time or other of our 
Lives, teel the ſame delightful Senſations, God 
bleſs and preſerve our Children mr 

I purpoſe bathing for about ten Days longer, 
and then 1 really think I ſhould, in Prudence, 


quit this Place. It is a Scene-of Idleneſs and Ex- 


pence. London will be cheaper, and pleaſanter 
io me; beſides, I ſhall be more collected, and 
retired there, than I can poſſibly be here; and I 
ſhall have another Advantage too, from ſhifting the 
Scene, that ſo many Things, immediately rela- 
tive to you, will not ſo frequently occur. I do 
not with to think of you leſs tenderly, but onl 
les frequently. However, I ſhall be intirely id. 
ed by your DireQions, and the Pleaſure of re- 
ceiving, and obeying them, will campeaſate* for 
the Lols of every other I can know, till I have 
the Happineſs of ſeeing you again. Piti 
then, and ever, may roſy Health, and ſmiling 
| Chearfulneſs 


. 
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Chearfulneſs dwell round you, is the fervent 
Prayer of my deareſt Harry's truly grateful, fond, 
and faithful Wife, 


F ranceys. 


LT. 


Dear FAN N, Dublin. 


HAD the Pleaſure of your Letter from Bath, 
Yeſterday. It was extremely pretty, and ten- 
der. Mr. F was by, and ſaw me affected 
with it. I gave it to him to read, and he was 
charmed. He ſaid that he received a double Sa- 
tisfa ction from it. I have heard, ſaid he, ſome 
envious Ladies ſay that her Writings in the Series, 
could not have been her own, and muſt be ei- 
ther Copies or Tranſlations. But the Style, Sen- 
timent, and Language of this Manuſcript, wrote 
ex re nata, ſufficiently vouches her printed Fame. 
I am as /onely amidſt the Crowds here, as you 
can be in thoſe at Bath; but am more particu- 
larly dull with our old Friends, as I perceive 
your Loſs more ſenſibly, in their Company, as 1 
am certain they muſt do in mine, Beſides, one 
feels ſomewhat aukward on becoming ſuddenly 
the principal Obje& in Company. More is ex- 
2 than I have Spirits, or _ Capacity 

for. 
As to your ſtaying at Bath, or returning to 
London, let the Determination reſt intirely up- 
on your own Choice. And be that Choice deci- 
ded by your Prudence, or your Pleaſure, equally 
my 
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my Will is anſwered, by impoſing no other Go- 


yernment on you, but your own Inclinations. 
Who never had Reaſon to preſcribe a Conduct to 
you when preſent, can never think it neceſſary 
to aſſume an ab/ent Authority. 

I received a Letter, laſt Poſt, from Portarling- 
ton, and both our Children are in perfect Health, 
I ſhall leave Town To-morrow, and haſten to 
embrace, and bleſs them, 8 
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LETTER DXXI. 


Dear HARRY, 
HOUGH it is with the utmoſt Difficulty 


hold a Pen, from an accidental Pain and 
Swelling in my Right Hand, yet I muſt, and 
will thank you for your Billet- doux ; ; for ſuch in- 
deed are all your Letters to me. You are, with- 
out Doubt, at once the moſt polite and affection- 
ate Huſband in the World. With what Addreſs 
do you lay Hold on every Subject, that can fur- 
niſh an Opportunity of exerting thoſe amiable 
Qualities ? Be aſſured, my Love, however in- 
capable I may be of expreſſing my Senſe of them, 


- 105 Virtue has ISS enough,zo. feel_them, 


The Swelling in my Ancle is returned, which 
together with this Pain in my Hand, has prevent- 
ed my going into the Bath theſe three Days. 
Take Notice that I am not low-ſpirited from theſe 
Complaints, I am convinced they are meerly 
Rheumatic, and when they are abated, I ſhall 
bathe again. | 

I had the Honour of a Viſit from Mr. Melmotb, 
Yeſterday, he fat with me above an Hour, I have 
not ſpent ſo pleaſant a one, ſince you left me. 
You were the principal Subject of our Converſa- 
tion, He 1s really a very ſenſible, and an agree- 
able Man. I wiſh he was younger, for the Sake 
"of the World, and had better Health, for his 
own. 

I had a Mind, once or twice, to ſpeak to him 
upon the Paſſage i in his Cicero, that I mentioned 


to 


— 
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to you in a Letter ſome Time ago. But I 
thought it might have appeared toe preſuming. 
Beſides, it would have been both improper and 
unfair to have reprehended his one Fault, without 
doing Juſtice to his many Merits; and methinks 
there is Something ſneaking in being eivil and ſe- 
vere at the ſame Time. It looks like begging 
Quarter, at the very Inftant of Attack. 


But I never could ſay flattering Things to any 
Perſon, before their Face, not even where I 
thought they deſerved them. And in this Parti- 
cular, I do not know a Couple better matched, 
than you and I ; for I am very certain that we 
ſhould never have loved one another, halt fo well 
2s we do, if it was not for the conſtant Corre- 
ſpondence we have held together all our Lives; 
which afforded each of us an Opportunity of ex- 
preſſing thoſe fond Sentiments in our Letters, 
that we were both too ſturdy to utter on a tete à 
1 5 2 I 

I was mortified Yeſterday, at hearing Mr. 
D—— was come to Town. 2 ꝗ— ſorry you had 


miſſed an Opportunity of meeting him, which 


you have ſo long wiſhed for.—Y ou were Schdol- 
fellows together, and his remembering you again, 
after ſo long a Separation, and that in ſo kind 
and friendly a Manner, as he did upon a late Oc- 
caſion, gives me ſuch an Opinion and Eſteem for 
him, as makes me regret your not being here at 
preſent, I am aſhamed to own what a Rake I 
have been, but I will confeſs that I have ſpent 
but one Evening, at Home, ſince you left me. 
am to be at Mrs. B 's To-night. I am 
engaged to Mrs, P 's, To-morrow, _—_ 

as 


* Letter CCCCXLIV, 
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has been ſo polite as to ſollicit my Acquaintance; 
but after that, I am reſolved to grow good, and 
ſtay at Home——if poſſible. 

I write with Pain, and would yet write on, but 
- that I am obliged to lay down my Pen between 
every Sentence, which affords too much Time 
for Reflexion; and Thought is apt to give a 
Stiffneſs to the epiſtolary Stile, therefore, 


5 at Frances. 


L E I. 


ces, 


E T- 
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LETTER DXXIL 


Dear Faxwy, Kilkenny. 


RECEIVED the Pleaſure of hearing from, 
[ though the Pain of hearing of you. I am ex- 
tremely ſorry to find your Complaints recur again. 
But you acknowledge yourſelf to have been a 
Rake, and promiſe to amend. But when ? While 
you love, and are loved, you can never reclaim ; 
therefore Bath or London are equal in that Par- 
ticular 3 but you have ſome Opportunities of eſta- 
bliſhing your Health, where you are, more than 
at London, and while it anſwers that principal 
End of my beſt Wiſhes, I ſhall never turn aſide 
to any other Conſideration. Therefore, as ſaid, 
in my laſt, let your Prudence or Pleaſure deter- 
mine this Point ; in the firſt of which Motives, 
let your Health be the chief Article included. 

I have the Concern to tell you, that T. H. is 
dead, and has conſequently left poor Miſs B — 
a rifled Maid, and dowerleſs Widow ; for I ſup- 
poſe their Marriage may be owned now ; though 
it can do her no other Good than to vindicate her 
Character, with regard to the firſt of theſe Miſ- 
fortunes, What a Sacrifice has that very amia- 
ble Girl been made, both to the Man, and For- 
tune ; 


Magna farvis. 


I have myſelf, a Misfortune 


to lament.---Poor old grey Beſs is dead, and I 
muſt borrow all my Jaunts from my Friends; for 
it would be idle to buy a Horſe, while I ſtay in 
the Kingdom, and then leave it fo die, in the Care 
of ſome Friend; for I never knew Iriſh Hoſpita- 
lity deſerve more than Half the Title of Enter- 

tainment 
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tainment for Man and Horſe yet. And Reaſon 
good, the Gueft is taken Care of by the Maſter, 
but the poor Beaſt is left to his Servants. I haye 
often wiſhed that this Matter was a little better 
compounded between them, and that one ffould 
get leſs Drink, and the other more Meat. 

Yes, I agree with you, both our Natures are 
too tough for fawning. I think we rather carry 
it, ſometimes, too far, in the contrary Extreme. 
have ſeen myſelf rivalled with my Miſtreſs, by 

her Abigail, and have had my Patrons fholen 
away, before my Face, by Valet de Chambre,, 
I have been all my Life waiting *till pretty Wo- 
men ſhould have Senſe, and great Men Virtue, 
Ruſlicus expeftans, and ſo forth. 

1 am as concerned as you, that I happened 
to miſs the Pleaſure of ſeeing my good old 
Friend, Mr. D „ at Bath; but I ſhall 
make myſelf Amends, by paying my/elf a Viſit 
to him, this Summer, ſoon after I return to 


England. 


Adver ! 
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LETTER DXXII. 


FrANCEs fo HEtNxy. 


HE Pleaſure I receive from your Letters 
gives me ſome Idea of that Superiority I 
fancy I ſhould feel, were I alone ; bleſſed with a 
ſixth Senſe, I ſeem to poſſeſs a peculiar Kind of 
Property. I could moft devoutty wiſh that it 
were leſs ech e. And it might be ſo, if Per- 
ſons would only pay that Attention to the greater 
Connections, that they do to the ſmaller ones. 
If they would but take Care to ſhew that Reſpect 
to a Companion for Life, that they do to a Goſ- 
ſip for a Day.---Good Breeding is abſolutely ne- 
ceſſary to keep the more delicate Affections alive, 
and therefore of infinitely more Conſequence at 
Home than Abroad. 

Indeed, my Harry, you are too good to me.— 
So much Praiſe, for ſo little Merit, renders me 
humble in my own Eyes. However, I am not 
quite a Bankrupt, for if true Love and Gratitude _ 
have Currency in our Commerce, I am able to 
make large Payments, though I can never fully 
diſcharge my Obligation. | 

I had a violent Pain in my Hand, when I 
wrote laſt, and it has ſince changed to one in 
my Ear, which has prevented my ſleeping theſe 
two Nights, Mr. H has preſcribed a topi- 
cal Application, which, I think, has begun to 
give Relief, already. I am mortified at fall 
my Letters with an Account of Ailments, but 
it is ſome Eaſe to think my dear Harry will 


pity me, 
I flatter 
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I flatter myſelf that my Conduct will never re- 
fle& Diſhonour on the unbounded Confidence 
you have been ſo good as to repoſe in me. My 
ſole Reaſon for defiring to leave Bath, is, that! 
think it too gay and expenſive for me. I told you 
in one of my Letters, that Mrs. B was fo 
obliging as to offer me an Apartment in her Houſe, 
"till Mr. B-—— and you return from Jreland, 
which ſince I find you do not diſapprove of, | 
ſhall immediately accept. 

You did not tell me you were going to 
Portarlington, and yet I will venture to pro- 
nounce that you are there at this Moment. My 
Duty to my Mother, and my Bleſſing to my 
Children, with Love, Faith, and Gratitude to 
my dear Huſband. 


Adieu | 


Francs. 


LET. 
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LETTER DXXIV. 


Caſtie-Comr. 


Dear Harry, 


LE F T our Family well, at Portarlington, 
laſt Monday Morning. I ſtaid a Day at Mr. 
C—%, He is going faſt, I think. — Drinks 
Drams in a Morning, and has Nothing of his 
former Spitit left, but his Obſtinacy. He fell 
into an Hyſteric Fit, on ſeeing me, and wept 
le a Child, as my own dear Children did, when 
| left them. 

I came hither, Yeſterday, through the raging 
Dog-Star Heat, and juſt as I had alighted, I heard 
the diſagreeable News that Meſſieurs F and 
A——— had gone off to Holyhead, to fight a 
Duel together. 


© There to conſummate their unfiniſhed Hate.” 


I think I wrote you an Account, before, of the 
irſt Action of this Campaign, which was a Skir- 
miſh that happened on the Morning of my Land- 
ing, in Dublin. I thought Mr. F to blame, 
in the Manner of the Attack; but Provocation 
and Paſſion are not very controulable Impulſes. 
However, he bore himſelf through it, with pro- 
per Spirit, accepted a Challenge, went to the 
Ground, was put in Arreſt by the Sheriff, and 
bound over, as well as his Antagoniſt. -. 

Mr. A , afterwards, ſent a Propoſal 
0 him, to break his Arreſt, He aſked my 

pinion upon it. *Tis Cowardice to be brave, 
FL another Man's Hazard.----I, therefore, told 
Vor. IV, H him, 
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him, in Metaphor, that as he had already put 
the labouring Oar on his Adverſary, all he had 
to do himſelf, was, in the Boatman's Phraſe, 
juſt to bold Water. I added, that he had no 
farther Reſentment to gratify, nor any Pique to 
ſupport, and therefore it was by no Means, in- 
cumbent on him to exceed the common Rule 
of Honour, either by forfeiting, or evading his 
Recognizance, meerly in Compliment to u 
Enemy. 


However, he did not acquieſce-in my Counſel 
of War, or rathcr of Peace, but confulted Lord 
N , and S. G. who are our Martinets in 
Chivalry, upon this delicate Punctilio, and they 
both ſubſcribed to the ſame Opinion, Men of 
true Bravery are never too forward for them- 
ſelves, and leſs ſo for others, 


I thought then, I had left him ſafe, from pe- 
rils by Land, or by Water; apd what hs 
tempted him to this Voyage, I have not heard. 
A Surety for the Peace, holds but for a 'Twelve- 
month, and perhaps they might both of them 
have choſen to rid themſelves of ſo much Anxie- 
ty, which was gaining a Year in Advance ; like 
a truly Epicurean Club, I once heard of, who 
always paid their Bill, before they fat down in 
the Tavern, that they might enjoy the Pleaſure 
of living at free Coſt, the Remainder of the 
Evening. 


I ſhall be unhappy 'till L hear how this Afar 


ends. If it ſhould have a fatal Event, to either 
Party, you'll know it, a! Bail. or London, ſoont! 
than I can here. My Uncaſmeſs, upon th 
Occaſion, would prevent me from entering upon 
any other Subject, in this Letter, if I _—y 

ing 


Aﬀeait 

either 
oont! 
1 this 
upon 
d an) 


Thing 
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Thing elſe to ſay, than that I am, my dear 
Fanny's, &c. 
Henry. 


— 


LET TER HBEEIY. 
Briſtol. 
FRANCES fo HENRY. 


WAS tempted to ſee this Place, with our 
good Friends Mr. and Mrs. O, before 
I return to London, I was ſo delighted with the 
Country, that I happened to bfeathe a Wiſh to 
paſs a few Days here, and theſe kind People, im- 
mediately taking Advantage of it, offered to ſtay 
a Fortnight with me. I could not reſiſt it; I 
am ſure you will not think it any Breach of that 
generous Confidence you have been always pleaſed 
to repoſe in me; but I own I languiſhed for a 
little more Country Air, than I could inhale 
from the hot Steams at Bath, and became ina- 
moured of theſe Hills, 


* As one who long in populous Cities pent.” 


I hope the Exerciſe, Waters, and Change of 
Atmoſphere, will be of Uſe to me, and pay you 
back again in Health, and Spirits, the Difference 
of Expence, which this Fortnight's Excurſion 
may coſt me, for to that Time we have limited 
our Frolic. 

I confeſs that I feel our Disjunction more 
ſtrongly here, than I even did while I remained 


at Bath, for as the Scene is much pleaſanter, I 
H 2 the 
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the more earneſtly wiſh for your Participation of 
it. This Thought takes off, a good Deal, from 
the Enjoyment of my preſent Situation, and mor- 
tifies me greatly, that we did not take a Jaunt 
here, while we were together. 

I drink the Waters, but could wiſh that they 
were cooler, to qualify the immoderate Warmth 
of the Weather, which, however, does not con- 
fine me within Doors ; - and in two Days I have 
got myſelf ſo tanned, that I appear a Gipſey, to 
the Ghoſts which glide through the Pump-Room 
here. . 

I was Yeſterday to ſee Lord Botetourt's, a rich 
and beautiful Scene, but wants Water to com- 
plete the Landſcape. To- day I am to be tranl- 
ported at King's Weſton, and To-morrow we 
are to ſee and ſpend the Day, at Weſtbury, 
The gentleſt of Deans was here this Morning, 
to engage us. He gave me the Pleaſure to let 
me know, from a Letter he had juſt received 
from herſelf, that our dear B——— was much 
better. 

Every Day one meets with Diſcouragements 
from doing Good. The Morning I left Bath, ! 
was publickly attacked by your mad Penſioner, 
Mrs. H „ who challenged me how you 
dare quit the Kingdom, without making up Ac- 
counts with her ? So that your humane and cha- 
ritable Undertaking, in contributing and ſollicit- 
ing Subſcriptions for her Support, was treated 
like the Fraud of ſome Attorney who had imbez- 
Zled her Fortune. 
. The Woman where ſhe lodged, had indiſcreet- 

ly, or perhaps deſignedly, acquainted her with 
what you had done for her; and it had its Effect; 
for there was no reaſoning with a mad Woman, 


ſo I took out my Purſe and paid her, before a 
vera 
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yeral Witneſſes, the Balance of the Account, as 
it ſtood upon the Paper you left me. 

So that this Fund, whick with proper Parſi- 
mony might have ſupported her for a Twelve- 
month, as it has done for ſome Time paſt, will 
probably now, between her own Extravagance, 
and the [mpoſitions of the Wretches about her, 
be diſſipated in a Month, a Week, a Day. 

I am aſhamed to confeſs that my Virtue was 
not ſteady enough to withſtand the Onſet, but 
the Conſideration I have juſt mentioned, did not 
ſo immediately occur to my Mind. The Novel 
ty of the Thing ſurpriſed me, and her Violence 
threw me into ſuch Confuſion, that I own the 
firſt Idea of Charity, which then preſented itſelf 
to me, was that it began at Home; 

Mrs. C is ſummoning me to go. upon our 
Party, and I have but juſt Time to ſay, 


Alien | 


H 3 L Fr. 
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LETTER DXXVI. 


Kilfane, 
Dear NErtcnBOUR, 


OU are almoſt as near Waterford as I am, 
at preſent ; and if the Wind ſerved, I might 
ſup with you To-night. It gives me great Plea. 
ſure to find you are at Briſtol, ſince it ſeems to 
pleaſe you ſo much, and while it continues to do 
ſo, you are heartily welcome to remain there, 
”Tis pleaſant to leave her Miſtreſs of her own 
Motions, in Abſence, who, when preſent, has 
deen always ſo of mine. 

How can you uſe me ſo ill, as to expreſs the 
leaſt Manner of Apprehenſion of my being dil- 
ſatisfied with your Excurſion? Is not my firſt 
Principle your Pleaſure, or Happineſs? There 
is no Expence, within the Reach of my Fortune, 
that I would ſuffer even to come into Calculation, 
where your leaſt Amuſement enters into Account, 
All I am ſorry for, is, that you had not ſome 
agreeable Party ready to go off to France, ot 
Spa, the very Day I left you, to jaunt about, 
during my Exile. 1 have ever made you the 
ſole Oeconomiſt of: our Fortunes, and you have 
therefore no one to ſettle Accounts with, but 
yourſelf. 

The Story of Miſs — 1s not true, though 
. her Diſgrace is. It was not Cupid, but Bacchus, 
that tript up her Heels, 


Her Cuſtom always in the Afternoon.” 


However, 


ever, 
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However, the Scandal is not altered much to her 
Advantage. I really think the Reverſe. One is 
but a Frailty, the other a Vice. | x 

I ſhall ſet out the firſt Day of next Month, go 
through Portarlington to Dublin, and ſet Sail with 
the next fair Wind. Direct your next Letter to 
me, in Angleſey-Street, your ſecond to Cheſter, 
and the third to Mancheſter, for I ſhall deviate 
thither, in my Rout, to London, to ſee a Bro- 
ther and Siſter I love extremely, and have not 
been within three Hundred Miles of, theſe fifteen 
Years, before. 


Adieu! 


Henry. 


H 4 L E T- 
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LETTER DXXVI. 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


« NFM Stars are more in Fault than they.“ 
I have not received a Line from you, 
theſe: four Poſts; but without conſulting the 
Weathercock, I give my Jealouſy to the Wind,. 
I ſpent a charming Week at Kilfane. There 
was juſt King Charles's Companv of us. You 
may eaſily gueſs the Set. We were all in Spirits, 
and ſharpened each other's Wits, lülus acquit- 
ted himſelf moſt admirably, in Humour, Litera- 
ture, Readineſs, and Fancy. I wiſh I could 
write down our Sympoſiacsr, But they would con- 
- vey to you a very faint Idea of the Scenes them- 
ſelves. The Impromptu's, the extempore Glee. 
---We dipt in the Rainbow, trickt it off in Air. 
We moſt heartily wiſhed you among us,---not 
as a Woman, for we had enough of them,---but 
as a Companion. The highef Pleaſure you 
would have received, upon this Occaſion, is one 
that I have not hinted at yet, and that was, the 
Tranſports of the Mother, which broke out fre- 
quently, when ſhe ſaw her Son ſo applauded and 
approved by us all. She aſked me, one Day, 
what I really thought of him.---I replied that Pa- 
negyric was not my Talent, but that he was ſuch 
a Son as one might give a Receipt in full to Pro- 
vidence, for. The Tears burſt from her Eyes, 
and ſhe is not eaſily moved. I have mentioned 


but the ſlighteſt Part of the young Man's Charac- 


ter, 
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ter, yet His Principles have not only Strength, 
but Beauty, in them | 

The Races begin To-day, but I think I am 
full near enough to them, here, and that it 
will be 1 N ous bs hear of them ; he 
keep my Seat, in a charming 222 t 
was built ſince I was here laſt, and is appropria- 
5 bar me.,—A Bedchamber, a Gallery, and 3 

ibrary. 


Adieu | 


Hs L E T. 
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LETTER DXXVII. 


. Heot-welk. 
My dear HARRx, 


HIS broken Kind of Correſpondence, is 

a grievous Addition to the broken Conti- 
nent that ſeparates us. I have no Heart to write, 
when I think there are ſo many Chances that 
you ſhall never receive my Letters, or if you 
ſhould, that they will lie a Week unopened. I 
have never been ſo long without hearing from 
you, as now, and was never more anxious about 
you.— This ugly Affair of F and A 
has made a great Noiſe; and though I have the 
higheſt Opinion of your Conduct and Prudence, 
I did not know how far you might be involved 
in it, but I thank God, it is over, without Dan- 
ger.---Poor Lady F would not have been 
in her Situation, for any Conſideration in this 
World. 

I rejoice at the Account you give of my Mo- 
ther and Children, but don't think it Half parti- 
cular enough , I wiſh to know how they looked, 
and what they ſaid when they ſaw you. Do you 
intend to bring Harry with you ? Is he rejoiced 
at the Hopes of coming to London? Did he re- 
ceive a Letter from me lately? and a Thouſand 
more Queſtions I have to aſk, You have not 


vet informed me what you have done, or intend . 


to do, with your Houſe and Furniture ? or whe- 
"ther our little Plate is recovered, that was miſlaid 

in the Carriage to London, 
The Change of Air, and theſe Waters, for the 
little Time I have been here, have been of infinite 
Service 


ls. 
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Service to me, particularly for the Complaint in 
my Breaſt, which was very uneaſy, though I 
did not mention it; yet I ſhall quit this Place, 
on Thurſday next, return to Bath, pack up my 
Cloaths, and, ſet out immediately for London, 
I own I ſhould like to ſtay here, a Month longer, 
but I ſhall not indulge myſelf, for this, like all 
Water-drinking Places, is a Scene of Expence 
and Diſſipation, and I muſt retire, if I am to do 
any Kind of Buſineſs, though I fear I ſhall do 
but little, *till you come to give me a Home, 
and make that Home more pleaſing to me, than 
any other Place. This, with true Gratitude to 
Providence, and you, I own has ever been my 
happy Lot, when you were with me; may it 
ever continue ſo, and may our Loves and 
* Comforts ſtill increaſe, even as our Days do 
grow.“ Amen. 

Mr. C———-- was taken fuddenly ill, on 
Monday laft ; luckily for him Dr. Lucas was 
here, the immediate Care that was taken of him, 
believe ſaved his Life; thank God, he is now 
pretty well. The Doctor and I are now vaſtly 
intimate, both he and his Wite are very agreea- 
dle. Mrs. A mends, but flowly---If I had 


any News to ſend you, it would be old, before 
you could get it, ſo I ſhall conclude with a Truth, 
that I hope will never be out of Date, that I am 


my deareſt Harry's ever faithful and affeQtionate 
Wife, 


Frances. 


L E T- 
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LETTER DXXIX. 
Kilmurry. 


CAME over here to pay. aur worthy; Friend 
a. Viſit, two Nights ago, and found him in 

good Health and Spirits, and he 1s refalved to 
keep himſelt ſo; for he breakfaſts upon bailed 
Bread and Milk, and ſups on a Gooſeberry Fool, 
without Wine, We both became more ſenſible 
of our Wives Abſence, when we had got thus 
Tete à Tete, together, than either of us might 
poſibly have been, ſeparately, ſince we parted. 

Tis more than probable that we ſhall return 
to England together, though I ſhall not ſay any 
Thing to him of the Matter, 'till we meet in 
Dublin; for I have given out that my Defign is 
to return by Waterford and Briſtol, for very pru- 
dent Reaſons, and I do not think it worth While 
to let him into the Fineſſe, at preſent, becauſe it 
would be giving him the Trouble of guarding 
a Secret, without any Manner of Purpoſe. 

However, I have got one out of him, that 
you have been curious about, for ſome Time.--- 
He was the Author of the clever and polite Let- 
ter to you, from Bath, with the Sketch of an Epi- 
logue-for the Platonic Wife, 


Farmly.. 


I dined at Mr. Juliette's To-day, in my Way 
hither. Lady preſerves her Beauty, and 
my Lord his Character, {ill, 

I received 
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I received the Pleaſure of a Letter from you, 
as ſoon as I alighted here. You have a Delight 
in diſtreſſing me.---You ſay the Air and Water 
of Briſtol, have agreed with you, and thas you 
could with Pleaſure, have continued there a 
Month longer. And why did you not? I have, 
in alle my Letters, left you perfect Miſtreſs of 
your Ehoice of Refidence, and F would with 
greater Pleaſure have met you at Briſtol, than 
at London.— 1 could then have taken my Tour 
by Waterford, as I pretend to do at preſent.— 
The Journey would have been lefs, by an Hun- 
dred Miles, and I could have ſeen you perhaps, 
a Week, or ten Days, fooner.—-- Tis now too 
late to adjuſt this Point, for, by your Letter, 

muſt be in London, this Day.— 

The feveral . Queſtions you afk, about your 
Children, and Family Affairs, I have already 
anſwered in Letters, which poſſibly might have 
miſcarried, I ſhall ſet out for Portarlington Te- 
morrow. 


Adieu ! 


L E T. 


130 LETTERS between 


LETTER DXXX. 


Dublin. 
ST AID two Days at Portarlington, and 
left your Mother and Children, extremely 
well, but a good Deal uneaſy at not having any 
ExpeQation of {ceing you, this Year, I amuſed 
them with Hopes, however, for their Sakes, and 
my own_ too, in order to paſs my Time more 
cheariully among them. 

All Friends here are in good Health._ Nothing 
new has occurred, ſince I ſaw them laſt, of any 
Conſequence, but I have pick'd up ſome Anec- 
dotes among them, which I ſhall keep in my 
Memory to entertain you at Meeting. One Story 
relating to J. E Marriage, forms a perfed 
Novel. Iis char acteriſtic, more Ways than 
one. 

I have diſpoſed of all our Furniture, except 
thoſe Particulars which you deſired to be kept 
for you; I fold them in the Lump, upon Valu- 
ation, as I had not Leiſure to wait for an AuQt- 
on. I have alio diſpoſed of the Intereſt of my 
Houfe, which I thought better than letting it, 
at a trifling, or precarious ſecond Rent. I have 
done what I judged moſt expedient, though not 
perhaps moſt profitable, in our preſent Circum- 
ſtances, therefore let us think no more aboutTthat 
Matter, now. 

The ſorting and ſettling the Affairs of my 
Houſhold, have both delayed and fatigued me, 
till I have neither Time, or Spirits, to add 
more than that I am, without Fatigue or Delay, 
your affectionate Huſband, and juſt ſtepping cn 
Board, | Adiea | 

Henry. 


LET 
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LETTER DUAXXE 


London. 


CAME to Town, two Days ago, and am 

ſettled with my dear Friend, in Huf-Moon- 
Street, and almoſt repent now of my Elopement 
to Briſtol, as it has deprived me of the charming 
Society of my little B , fo much longer, with 
whom I enjoy every rational and elegant Pleaſure 
that I could hope, or wiſh to taſte, in your 
Abſence. However, I hope I ſhall ſoon be de- 
prived of this Satisfaction, in Part, or rather 
have it well exchanged, by your coming ſoon too 
London, when [I ſhall take ſome Lodging in this 
Neighbourhood, *till you have determined upon 
ſome Country Retirement, for the Remainder 
of the Summer. 
- IT had the ſincere Pleaſure of receiving two 
Letters from you, returned to me from the Hot- 
wells, after having ſuſtained a longer Silence 
and of Courſe feeling an higher Degree of Anxi- 
ety, on that Account, than I had done ſince our 
laſt Parting. But the Kindnels and Politeneſs of 
thoſe Letters, have amply repaid my Uneaſineſs. 
I thankfully accept your Letter of Credit, upon 
myſelf, and hope I ſhall never become ſuch a 
Bankrupt, as to ſuffer your Drafts of Love, Ho- 
nour, and Confidence to he proteſted. 

I can now, with more Eaſe to myſelf, than 
fince we parted, bid you Adieu, in the fond Hope 


of our ſpeedy Meeting, never again to be fo long 


ſeparated. 


Frances, 


L E T- 
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LETTER DXXXIL 


Cheſter. 

LANDED at Pargate, this Morning, at 

Ten o'Clock. Meſdames F 
whom [I had the Pleaſure of eſcorting from Bath, 
came over with me, and are now on their Re- 
turn thither. I muſt ſtay here, 'To-night, for 
there are not Poſts from hence, acroſs the Coun- 
try, to Mancheſter, and I muſt hire a Chaiſe for 
the Journey, which I ſhall commence in the 
Morning. 

Mr. B will have the Pleaſure of ſeeing 
you and his Wife, before me, for I ſaw him 
ſaſe landed at Holyhead, as I ſailed by, Yeſterday. 
I met him on the Quay, juſt as I was ſtepping 
on Board, I wanted him to come with me, but 
his Stomach has a natural Hydropbobia in it, and 
1 have gone with him, but for my Knight- 


aniry. 

I had the Pleafure of receiving your Letter 
here, and the SatisfaQtion of hearing that you 
are well, and in London, before me. I think it 
will be an Advantage to you to have ſeen Briſtol, 
before you returned to little B-—, you know 
how inamoured ſhe was of it, herſelf, and it was 
the only Subject, on which ſhe could point out 
Beauties that you were a Stranger to. 

Mrs. H=— refides till in this Town; and 
lives a Life, not only without Reproach, but of 
edifying Example ; 3 or this CharaQer will laſt, 
I dare anſwer for it. Perhaps it may be an Ad- 


vantage not to have begun to uſe one's Virtue too 


ſoon, leſt the Fund might be exhauſted, Forge 
that 


* 
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that Time of Life, when it would not only be a 
Sin, but a Shame, to be found Bankrupt ; as 
many of our Stock-Jobbers in Prudery, have 
lately turned out, 

But, to ſpeak more ſeriouſly, and intelligibly, 
I really never thought ſhe wanted Virtue, in any 
Senſe, but only that one, to which Parſons and 
Prudes too much confine the Female Character: 
And as her Failures have been ever more owing 
to Sollicitation, than Paſſion — to Weakneſs, 
rather than Vice --- I think her no longer now, 
in Danger of a Relapſe, unleſs your Scheme 
of Providence, + of undecaying Bloom, ſhould 
happen to take Place, Had ſhe not been ſo very 
azreeable, ſhe might ever have remained as 
chaſte as other Women bo, for the contrary 
Reaſon, bave ever been tried. 

Her Health and Looks are much impaired, but 
her Spirit, and her Spirits, continue ſtill the ſame, 
even with Improvement. Her Wit is tempered 
with better Senſe, and her Contempt of the 
World, is not now, for it's Opinion, or Cen- 
ſure, but it's Vanities and Pleaſures, Which 
that we may all come to, &c. 


And Aidieu | 


Henry, 


* Sce Letter CCCCIX. Par. 5, 


L E T- 
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LETTER DXXXIII. 


Mancheſter. 


I ARRIVED here Yeſterday, to Dinner, and 
had the Pleaſure to find my Brother and Sifter 
well. She is, I think, as handſome as ever, and 
not the worſe for being a little fatter. He looks 
well enough too, in the Face, but the Gout like 
the Wheel, has broken bis Limbs, He is command- 
ing Officer here, and *tis vaſt Pleaſure to me to 
ſee with what Love and Reſpe& he is treated, 
by his whole Corps. But his Behaviour toward 
them all, has ever deſerved it. 31s Lieutenant- 
Colonel is going out, and he is to ſucceed him. 

The Town here is very large, populous, and 
rich, and the Country round it, beautiful, and 
thick planted with Villas. England is a pere& 
Elyſium, one cannot ride three Miles, in any 
Part of it, without ſeeing preſent Opulence, 
Magnifioence, or Veſtiges of former Grandeur. 

I received your Letter here, where you ſay [ 
ſeem to hint of returning ſoon tolive in Ireland, by 
adding ſome Accommodations to the Schedule of 
Things you marked to be excluded from the Sale 
of our Goods. I forget now what they were, fo 
can't give you my Reaſons for excepting them, 
but this Jam certain of, that they were not of 
the Kind von mention, 

The Fxpediency of our Affairs alone, ſhall be 
my Guide: you thall be ſole Judge of that Mat- 
* ter, your!-!f; and ſhall determine every Circum- 
ſtance of Life, or Reſidence, for us both. You 
have always been, do ſtill remain, and ſhall ever 

continue 
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continue the ultimate Goal, the ſole Center, and 
governing Principle, of all my Thoughts, and 
Actions. 

The Major inſiſts upon my ſtaying with him a 
Fortnight, to glve him a Day, at leaſt, for every 
Year of Abſence; but I have been ſuffered to 
take a Place in next Monday's Coach, upon Pro- 
miſe of bringing you here ſoon, to ſpend the Re- 
mainder of the Summer. 

Love to our good Friends in Half-Moon-Street, 
T ſhall call there the Moment I get to London, to 
meet you, or know where you have taken our 


Lodgings, . 
eu 


Henry, 


L E T- 
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= 


LETTER DXXXIV. 


Hiatus. Second JOURNEY to IRELAND, 


Dunſtable. Friday Night. 


My dear Fanny, ö 


WV could get no. farther this Day. Th 

Weather miſerable, and the Roads hea- 
vy. I had greatly fatigued myſelf too, even be- 
fore I ſet out, I had walked through Rain, from 
Ryder-ſtreet to Londen-Houſe, with the Manu- 
icript of David, and the two Volumes of the 
Trio, beſides an unuſual Load of Caſh, in my 
Pocket ; a Great Coat on my Back ; Sword, 
Belt, Cane, Whip, Gloves, and Spurs, in my 
Hands ; and the Boots that had kibed me at 
Windſor, on my Legs, and the Antipodes of them 
rendered worſe by the Hat-linings. In ſhort, 
though I ſet out like Bay's Horſe, ſhod with Felt, 
I was ſoon reduced to the State of his Volſcius, 
for I was obliged to draw one Boot off, as ſoo n 
as I got to Alderſgate-ſlreet, and ſo came out of 
Town like a Dragoon, in equal Capacity for Horſe, 
or Foot Service, | 


Saturday Morning. | Brickbill. 


We came hither to Breakfaſt, and I longed 
with Hunger for my own Roſemary, but more 
with Fondneſs, for my Roſamundi. She can never 
be Roſe in the Gun-Room, for that can be only 
when ſhe is croſs, 1 
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In this Parlour there is a Print of the Queen, 
with the Inſcription thus defaced — — 
Stupid Humour! To be ſcurrilous, without 
Meaning, or even Malice, is going to the Devil, 
gratis, 


Daventry. 


We dined at Torcefter, and are now ſet down 
here. Our Poſtillion, with the thorough Con- 
ſent of his Horſes, renegued going farther. At 

Ng this Rate, it muſt coſt us five Days, at leaſt, to 
he Cheſter. This is truly mortifying and provoking. 
fn However, my Companion is a chearful, civil 
e- untroubleſome Perſon, which is a new Character 
m for a Woman, and has a good Deal of /mall Chat, 
U- which ſhe keeps going, with a low Voice, and 
he in one Note, like a Humming Bird, which does 
ny not interrupt Sleep. 


4 Adieu ! 


rt, Henry. 


er | LE T- 


\ 
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LETTER DXXXV. 


Sunday Evening. Coleſbill. 
— 


| E breakfaſted at Dunchurch, and got to 

Coventry by Twelve o' Clock, where the 
Poſtillion, who has ſhewn himſelf our Maſter all 
along the Road, would ſtop to Dinner. I propoſed 
to my good-humoured Fellow Traveller, to come 
on to Mereden, and wait there *till our Chaiſe 
came up. We took a Poſt-Chaiſe, and came to 
Dinner at that ſweet Place. Did I not wiſh for 
you there, more particularly? We could get no 
farther than this Stage, To-night. 


Monday. Stone. 


Breakfaſted at Litchfield, dined at Heywood, and 
inn here for the Night. The Weather extreme- 
ly bad, I thought it had got an Ague. Friday 
bad, Saturday good, Yeſterday foul again ; but 
this that I expeQed to be it's Well. day, of Courſe, 
has turned out rather 4 Lack, and Nella day. 

This is the Fourth of our Peregrination, fay 
Pilgrimage, and our Charioteer ſays he will not 
deliver us Cheſter, till Wedneſday Morning. 
There is no. helping curtelves, now, and what 
would fignily x Law-ſuil, fterwards? Though 
is it not a ha f Maticr 15 be flopt on the Road 
. by an Highwoyr ? * Tis ttupid to travel any 
other Way than i}; the Expedition of the 


Journey ſaves beth 1 «pence, Fatigue, and De- 


My 


lay. 
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Mo Chum and I have conſtantly ſlept together, 
all along the Road, though, for Decency Sake, 
we never lay together yet. Whenever I turn 
about, I find her napping, and if I had all the 
Hands of Briareus, I might earn Gloves enough 
for them, but that I do not chuſe to be Hand and 
Glove with any Body elſe but you. 

The Wind has been againſt our failing, ever 
ſince I came out, which makes my Mind the 
eaſter, under this Delay. The Rain is pelting 
down againſt the Windows. That the Sound of 
2 Fall of Waters ſhould ever be diſagreeable to 
ſuch muſical and poetical Ears as raine! 


Adieu | 


LE T- 
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LETTER DXXXVI. 


Tueſday Evening. Tarpoly. 


E are now within ten or a dozen Miles, 
no Matter which, of Cheſter. We 
ſhould drive that Poſt, with other Horſes, To- 
night, but that the Wind till continues fo pe- 
remptory againſt us, that we think we may as 
well wait the Leiſure of our Charioteer. 

As my Way is always to compoſe myſelf to 
read, or write, the Moment I am ſet down at my 
Stage, and that ſome little Qualms of Politeneſs 
muſt naturally have ariſen in my Mind, with re- 
gard to the Lady. I had the good Fortune to 
find that ſhe had not met with the Triumvirate, * 
in London, ſo I lent it to her, for the Amuſe- 
ment of the Road. 

She 1s intelligent, but not much refined by Li- 
terature or Sentiment. Her Affections are, con- 
ſequently, in their proper Places, and Nature muſt 
be always the firſt Thing moved in her. With 
this View, then, I have watched her Features, 
while ſhe was reading, and upon obſerving any 
Alteration in them, to Mirth, or Sorrow, I juſt 
caſt my Eye careleſsly over the Page, and had 
the Satisfaction to find that ſhe wept, or ſmiled, 
always in thoſe very Places, where I had done fo 
myſelf, in the writing. I think I may ſay, as 
Moliere did, after La Foret had approved his 
Works, I defy the Critics now, 

Vous 


The Title ſtopped the Sale, for a conſiderable 
Time, as it ſounded like a political Work. 
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* Vous y verrez du ſerieux, 
Entre mele de Badinage, 
Des Traits un peu factieux, 
ou Dont la Morale au- moins eſt ſage.” 


Pref! aux uv. du Phil. de ſans-; oni. 
Good Night. 
Henry. 


— —— 


LETTER DXXXVII. 
Wedneſday. Cheſter. 


E arrived here, this Morning, through 
a very | diſagreeable Climate, and bad 
Roads. I have ſeen the Maſters. pf the Ships 
from Pargate, and they tell me that the Wind 
is not only obſtinate againſt them, at preſent, but 
threatens to continue ſo, for ſome Time. This 
has determined my little merry Companion and 
me to ſet out "I'o-morrow, in the Stage for Holy- 
head, to take the Advantage of the ſhorteſt Sea, 
and firſt Shifting of the Sails, to make our Paſ- 
age to Ireland. 

I was engaged in very agreeable Company this 
Evening, but my old Diforder has come upon 
me ſo ſeverely, To-day, that I was obliged ſoon 
to quit them, and am now retired to write a few 
Lines td you, and wait for the Coach, as I don't 
think two Hours, which is all that is allowed me, 
worth going to Bed for, 

Vol. IV, I My 
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My Cholic has brought me to that Paſs, that 
I can now neither live among Men or Women, 
and muſt be foon obliged to quit the World, in 
the ab/olute Senſe, if I do not immediately do 
ſo, in the relative one. In ſhort, I muſt no lon- 
continue an Heroe, but live for myſelf, and 
not to the World, for the future. The Phyſic 
of the Sea, perhaps, may do me Good, I fail 


in Hope. 


Adieu / 
Henry. 


P. G. The Poſt is not yet come in by which! 
expect 2 Letter from you. 


> ” 44 432 4 
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E T. 
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LETTER DXXXVIL 


Thurſday. Conway. 
O Time loſt, for the Wind is point-blank 


againſt us ſtill, but all the Paquets are on 

this Side, ſo that there 'is no Fear of a Paſſage, 
as ſoon as the Wind ſerves. Mr. C——- and his 
Caravan are not yet come up, ſo that the Inns 
are not incumbered with his Retinue, which 
might have laid our Coach under Inconvem- 
encies. ö 

I received your Letter at Cheſter, juſt after I 
had ſent mine to the Poſt. It was a kind Relief 
to my ſick Stomach, and wearied Spirits, to hear 
you are well, But the Anxiety and Deſponden- 
cy you expreſs, about the Buſineſs I am going to 
Ireland upon, rendered the Poſtage of your. Let- 
ter an heavy Tax on me.---But if a Diſappoint- 
ment in that Affair ſhould happen : — It poſſibly, 
very poſſibly, likely, very likely, may, I intreat 
that you wall be eurſelf, by reflecting upon the 
many Bounties of Providence already received by 
us, and knowing that it has many more Ways 
than one, of ſhewing it's Kindnefs towards thoſe, 
whoſe Exertions merit, and whoſe Acquieſcence 
renders them fit ObjeQas of it's Favour, 
Adieu, once more, my Late, my Love. My 
Wife, in Nature and Deſert, mare than in Obli- 
gation, or in Name. 


Henry, 
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P. S. I deſired you to Write a ſecond Letter 
to me at Cheſter, as I thought I might have loi. 
tered a Day, or two, there for a Wind. I left 
Orders to have it ſent after me to the Head. 


LETTER DXXXIX. 


Saturday. Holybead. 


OUR poor Vagabond arrived here, laſt 

Night, extremely fatigued. The Town 
full, and Wind contradictious ſtill, Very bad 
Accommodations, or Commend2tions, as Mrs, Ben- 
ſon would ſay, all the Way from London, hi- 
ther. Even Mereden failed us. Here let me 
fay one Thing in my Life, like Swift, though it 
has no Truth in it. This Road is kept up by the 
Iriſh alone, and the Hot have at length accommoda- 
ted themſelves to the Mannen of their Gueſts---Dirt, 
Soth, and Extravazances! I have not ſlept two 
Hours any Night ſince | fet out; but as an Inn 
is no Place to /-t us on. Ref? it, and that the 
State Sieffo's ſerved as well for me, I did not la- 
ment that, ſo much, as the Badneſs of our Meat 
and Drink. 

I have amuſed myſelf, th's "Horning, walking 
in the Church-Yard, and readii the monumen- 
tal Inſcriptions. There are but two that have 
the leaſt Manner of Sentiment in them. One 

begins 


* See the Slip-Slop Dictionary, in the Triumvirate, 
Chapter CLXXX. F F 
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begins thus. The Remains of Innocency. Then 
the Names of three Infants follow. The other 
begins with the Names of four Children, of the 
Family of Eriffitb, whoſe Souls are flown to that 
Place, where only their Purity can be exceeded. 


Dulcibella is the affected Chriſtian Name of one 
Female Corpſe. It is compounded of two Ita- 
lian Words, which ſignify Sweetneſs and Beauty. 
Vain Epithets for Duſt and Aſhes | Some 'Tomb- 
ſtones have only Initials, and others are quite 
blank, which latter muſt have been, I ſuppoſe, 
ſome grievous Sinners, who had Reaſons for not 
caring to be known, the laſt Day; and were juſt 
as cunning as the Man, who going to Bed in Fear 
of Fleas, put out the Candle, that they ſhould 
not find him. 


expected a Letter from you here, forwarded 
from Cheſter, but the Poſt hus arrived without 
it. Probably the Neglect is in the Perſon I de- 
fired to take Care of it there; or your Servant 
forgot to carry it to the Poſt, or the Mail was 
robbed, or any Manner of Suppoſition, rather 
than ſuſpect you, It was the Letter you might 
have wrote, I mean, certainly did write, the 
Tueſday after I left you; ſo pleaſe to recolle& 
if there was any Thirg material in it, and re- 
peat it, in your next Letter to Dublin. 


One probable Article in it, was relative to the 
D. M. I hope my only IFfſaprointment in the 
Matter, is my not hearing any Thing about it; 
Or if it ſhould be even total in it's Kind, it ſhal 
not be ſo with me, in it's Effects. I have a Way 
of bilking Poverty. I can't expiels my Meaning 
without a Paradox, but where my Expectation 
ceaſes, my Hope always begins. I am a perfe& 
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rejoice in a Lottery, when the Five 


abe r Price afſes me by, for then I imme- 
diately conelude that Fortons has palmed the Ten 


'Thoufand for me. 
If the Wind changes, and this Weather holds, 


which I am ſure it will, we ſhall have not only a 
ſafe, but a pleaſant Paſſage. Amen. 


Adieu ! 


* L E J- 


. 
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LETTER DXL. 


N my own Dune, ſtill.— for you know that 
the laſt King of Wales was my lineal Predeceſ- 
(or, in the male Branch.---AndI live pretty much 


as I ſhould do, were I really Monarch of it--mu- 


ſing to the Hum of the Harp, viewing ſavage Proſ- 
= contemplating, reading, and walking alone. 
ell! King Jam. You'll ſay this js only playing 
at Groſs-Purpoſes. But, why fg? I am, at leaſt 
King in Man, who poſſeſs the Regnum fui, the 
Empire of my own Breaſt, without Controul. 


And I alone am King of me.“ Dxrypen. 


Theſe exceſſive Mountains and ſtupendous 
Rocks, by unpoetic Philoſophers, are ſtyled the 
Excreſcences, by me, the Protuberances of Nature. 
Their uncultivated Wildneſs pleaſes us infinitely 
more, than the richeſt Proſpe& of an improved 
Champagne. And why? I forget (which is 
ſometimes an Advantage to one) what Mr. B— 
lays upon this Subject, in his Treatiſe on the 
Sublime and Beautiful; but my Reaſon for it is 
(his, that the Mind, inſtantly, though general- 
ly, without attending to it, refers the one to Na- 
ture, and the other to Art, The Impreſſion of 
Awe, which we are affected with, at the ſame 
Time, I think ſufficiently proves this Diſtinction. 

I have juſt heard that Mr. C and his Ca- 
ravan are coming down the Slope of the Mountain, 
to occupy a whole Paquet-Boat. But what fig- 
nifies that to us ? He was never thought an Ulyſſes, 


and therefore has not the Winds in a Bag. 
I 4 However, 
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However, I am in Hopes of getting away, 
this Evening, which has been juſt whiſpered to 
me, by a fide Wind, but 'tis a ſafe one, as it 
blows off Shore, and the Weather is mild. You'll 
reckon me a dull Correſpondent, who make the 
Wind and Weather my conſtant Topics. I wiſh 
we were Half-Szas over, at leaſt, at preſent, for 
more Reaſons than one. My Caſh, by Expences 
and lending, is reduced to almoſt the Price of my 
Paſſage; and Proviſion here is as ſcarce, as bad, 
and as dear, as in a Siege. 

Pll go and diſcourſe the learned Tars, upon 
this Point, of the Compaſs. , 


Adieu | 
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LETTER DXLIL 


My dear WAN DERER, 
| HAVE received the Pleaſure of your frequent 


and entertaining Journals on the Road. The 
Account of your Diſorder returning on you, was 


an heavy Drawback on the Merit of them. 


I have the Satisfaction to inform you, that the 


Affair of the D. M. is intirely ſettled to my Sa- 
tisfaction, and I therefore need your Aſſiſtance in 
London, ſooner than I hoped for, at parting. 
But as your Buſineſs in Ireland is of much more 
Conſequence than mine, here, I beg you'll not 
pay me a ſingle Compliment, at our double Ex- 
ence, You will come over Time enough, to 
return Thanks to the many Friends who have 
intereſted themſelves for me, upon the preſent, 
and it were but Gratitude to ſay indeed, upon all 
Occaſions, and that is all that can reaſonably be 
expected from you in the preſent Situation of 
your Aﬀeairs, | 

In the mean Time I ſhall indulge myſelf in 
the double Pleaſure of writing to, and hearing 
from you. Correſpondence is a charming Com- 
merce, it gives two Perſons an Enjoyment of 
each other, even in Abſence, and is the only, at 
leaſt the higheſt, Solace of two parted Lovers. 

I was, ſhewn two very pretty Stanzas, this 
Morning, by a Friend, which were writren by a 
Gentleman, already diſtinguiſhed, in the _htergry 
World, but not yet publiſhed, to which I. have 
ventured to add a third Stanza, which 1 thought 
it wanted, to comprehend the full Scope of the 
Subject; and as it is upon the ſame Topic, with 

I 5 my 
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my laſt Paragraph, I venture to ſend it to you 
for your Amuſement, and am my deareſt Harry's 
truly fond and faithful Wife, 


Frances. 


P. S. I with you a ſafe and pleaſant Voyage. 
I ſend my Compliments to your Fellow Travel- 
ler, though unknown. Duty to my Mother, 
Bleſſing to my Children, and Love to all Friends 
in Ireland. 


CONSTANCY. 


Behold yon gaudy painted Flower, 
Gay bluſhing to the Morning Rays, 
It ſprang and bloſſom'd in an Hour, 
ith Night's chill Blaſt, it's Bloom decays, 
Yet thoughtleſs Maidens as they rove, 
Miſtake, and call it Flower of Love. 


But Love's true Flower before it ſprings, 
Deep in the Breaſt it's Fibres ſhoots, 

And claſps the Heart, and round it clings, 
And fixes by a Thouſand Roots, - 

Then bids it's ſtrengthen'd Branches climb, 

And brave the chilling Power of Time. 


But ſhould the Heart, it's once Ally, 
By Falfhood, or by Death decay, 
It droops it's Head, prepares to die, 
Nor ſeeks on Earth a ſecond Stay; 
But ſwift returning whence it came, 
Adds Fuel to celeſtial Flame, 


L E T- 
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LEER DXLAL 


Ne Hill. 


LL the Comfort T have here is that lam 
alread dy half Way on my Voy age. from 
Patgate, and that I can get a ME Tea, Jo 
Breakfaſt. Yes, I have another Thing to comfort 
me, your fecond Letter to "Cheſter h overta- 
ken $27 bs laſt, and. gives me vaſt eaſure, 
I thank y ou af the Indulgence of your Furleygh, 
but ſhall not take the Diſadvantage of it, for I 
promiſe you to be back in London, before Chri/t- 
mas, which will be Time enough to anſwer your 
Purpoſe, I ſuppoſe. 
have ſome Buſineſs of Conſequence, as you 
ſay, in Ireland, but as every: Thing which 
pends upon me, in thoſe Affairs, can be done be- 
fore that ir Time, I ſhall leave the Reſt in the 
Hands of F riends, which is no more than I muft 
do, were upon the Spot ; and thoſe-who would 
negleQ me in Abſence, 1 am of Opinion would 
do ſo, were I preſent. | 
I have” no longer any romagile Notions of 
Friendſhip. I have lived too long in the World. 
| have eereiſed one Half of that Pr ſumption N 
ten, enough myſelf, to know the Inſufficienc 
the Idea. But I cannot yet think that it is too 
guine to expect Services from one Perſon, whoſe 
Intereſt-it is to fulfil Engagements, o from ano- 
ther, whoſe Honour Has attached him to me, 


from his own generous, and voluntary Patronage. 
They 
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They are both Perſons of Spirit and Character, 
which will not only render them accountable to 
the World, but reſponſible; to their own Senti- 
ments. Such is the State of my political De- 
pendencies in Ireland; and in this ſhall I perfectly 
acquieſce, when I leave it; which I ſhall do, 
about the Time I mentioned, already. 


I ſettled our Travelling Accounts with my 
otber-/cIf, this Morning, and then amuſed "my- 
ſelf with making a' Calculation between coming 
Poſt, from London to Cheſter, and the hiring a 
Chair for the Journey, as we did; and find. that 
the Difference, between Fatigue and Delay, and 
Diſpatch and Eaſe, is but juſt eighteen Shillings 
a Day. So much for your Pleaſure and Satisfac- 
tion, in travelling that Journey, whenever we 
may have Occaſion for it together. 

I have another Pleaſure in Store, for you, too. 
L have bought a Book of Maps, of all the Coun- 
ties in England, with an alphabetical Liſt of the 
Roads, either dire&, or acroſs all Great Britain. 


This is a vaſt Convenience, and Advantage, in 


travelling, beſides the Amuſement of it. Sup- 


poſe you were coming from London to: Cheſter, 


and had either Buſineſs, or Curioſity to ſee. Bridge- 
north, _ T amworth,. or Birmingham, at any Time 
of your Life. By looking through theſe'Pages, 
you would ſee how theſe Places lay, 'and that it 
was but a Stage, a Stage and an Half, or two 
Stages, to one or other of them; and it might 


vex one, perhaps, a Month or two; afterwards, to 
hear that they had, been ſo near them, without. 


baving taken the Advantage of it. | 
: 49281. T E , , The 
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The Diftances, in meaſured Miles, are exaQ- 
ly ſet down, and every Curioſity, or ſpecific Ma- 
nufacture of each Town, is fully ſet forth. The 
Price of this geographical Vade Mecum, is but 
Half a Guinea, and I would give twice the Price 
of it, that I had one of them, when we came 
firſt to England. | 

I have been, thank God, ſo well, theſe three 
Days, of my Cholic, that it has, by no Means, 
agreed with me. In ſhort, I cannot ſleep, a 
Nights, and ſometimes wiſh for Pain, to lull me 
to Reſt I cannot lie five Minutes one Way, but 
turn from Side to Side, as hot and reſtleſs as a 
Coffee Roaſter ; or I may be reſembled to a cer- 
tain Animal, called a Top *, that cannot ſleep, till 
it's Sides are well laſhed. The Truth is, I be- 
lieve, that Sickneſs has, by Uſe, become ſo ha- 
bitual to me, that I do not feel myſelf in a a- 
tural State, out of it. This puts me in Mind of 
the Story you told me once, of a poor invalid 
Lady, who uſed to ſay, twice or thrice a Year, 
I can't conceive what ai me, but I find my- 
* ſelf extremely well, To-day.” | 

I have jvſt ſeen a News-Paper from Ireland, 
which mentions the Corporation of Sadlers hav- 
ing preſerted NI. Flood with his Freedom, in a 
Silver Box, Some Gentlemen, who are lately 
come over here, tell me that he is become ex- 
tremely. popular in Dublin, at preſent. 1 accept 
that Expreſſion in it's beſt Senſe, for I think he 

has 


*The ingenious Dunces of School-Men made it a 
Queſtion formerly, whether a Top was not an Animal, 
as it appeared to have a Power of continuing it's 
own Motion after the firſt Impulſe had been commu- 
nicated to it. 
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has too much Senſe and Virtue, ever to degene- 
rate into Mabilarity 1. 


Adieu ! I wiſh I was now at Sea, for two 


Reaſons ; that the Rocking of the Cradle might 
induce Sleep, and that I might be wafted over in 
a Dream. 


Henry, 


+ See Letter CCCCLXXII. ſecond Paragraph. 
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LETTER DXLUIL 


Stats quo. 

AM tired of talking of the Vind, and ſince it 
| won't ſbift for us, let us, at leaſt, ſhift the 
Expreſſion, and ſay that a Mon ſaon ſtill oppoſes 
my Paſſage over to Ireland. I would take a Houſe 
here, ſtante cardine, but that the Concourſe of 
Emigrants in this Place, at preſent, would make 
the Rent too high for me. < 

I have neither Books nor Society here, except 
the Members ot our Ordinary, ſo that I paſs all 
my Mornings in walking, and Contemplation. 
This Matinée I ſhall dedicate to you. But as 1 
have no Letter of your's, to anſwer, and that 
all Family Subjects are already exhauſted between 
us, I can only go on, as I have done, this Week 
paſt, by ſuffering Reflections to ariſe in my 
Mind, as they may naturally occur, of their own 
Accord, and writing them down as they ſucceed 
each other, without Selection, Aſſortment, or 
Connection. 

The Man who lives a /a Bagatelle, conſtantly 
enjoys the preſent World, while the Philoſopher 
lives only to the paſt and future. 

A Fool can laugh with Reaſon ; but he is a 
wiſe Man who ſmiles without a Cauſe. 

A Fool may be made glad, but never bappy. 

Hic, bæc, et hoc fœlix. It is one of the Ab- 
ſurdities of Grammar, to give a Neuter Gender 
to the Epithet of Happy. But this Diſtinction, 
may be made Uſe of, in Life. Perſons of Apa- 
thy, Inſenſibility, or Stupidity, let them be in 

Poſſeſſion 


ll.) be 
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Poſſeſhon of all the Bie, or hec Felicity in the het 
World, can be only deemed hoc Felix's; as it T 
requires high and quick Reliſhes, for Enjoyment. | 
Happineſs can only be imputed to them, as it 1s 
fometimes to a Houſe, which we fay is happily 
ſituated. 

It is a great Imperfection in our Language, that 
ſhameleſs and ſbameful ſhould be accepted in the 
ſame Senſe. | 

Cuſtom, the univerſal Tyrant, reigns more ar- 
bitrarily than any Power on Earth; becauſe it 
not only guides our Actions, but miſguides our 
Minds. Son of Ignorance, and Father of Pre- 
judice. Shewy Parts ſeldom denote any great 
Solidity. When I ſee a Perſon of this Character, 
it puts me in Mind of the Iriſh Cutler's Blunder, 
who to prove that the Knife bad an Edge, ſaid 
3 u could ſee it. 

Every Man is fond of making Friends; the 
beſt Oeconomy for this Purpoſe, is to reconcile 
our Enemies to us ; for one againſt, imputed for, 
in political Arithmetic 1s accounted two, 

Fame is a very deſirable Acquiſition, during 
Life, becauſe it brings many Pleaſures and Ad- 
vantages, along with it. But of all the Vanities 
of Mankind, a Paſſion for continuing it after 
Death, appears to me moſt vain, For then, 
Duid eſt Joke ? Vox, et preterea nibil, 

He who ſaid that Virtue need but be ſeen, to 
be adored, expreſſed himſelf but faintly, I ſay 
ſhe mult be felt. 

Innate Ideas make us /enfible of Virtue ; Rea- 
ſon only makes us capable of it, 

To exerciſe all the Virtues, is to be a perfect 
Epicure. Temperance gives us the full Enjoy- 
ment, even of all ſenſual Appetites. Forgiveneſs 
of Injuries is a greater Pleaſure, than Revenge, 


becauſe 
< . N 
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becauſe a Conqueſt over ourſelves, is an higher 
Triumph, than one over others. 

Moral Philoſophy is the Buſmeſs, all other 
Sciences but the Amuſements, of Life. | 

I would have Laws mild, but executed with 
the utmoſt Strictneſs, ſo that Humanity and Juſ- 
tice might go Hand in Hand together. 

I am not for ſevere Executions, for 'tis not 
the Criminal, but Human Nature, that ſuffers, 
Death alone is ſufficient to remove the Offender. 

To increaſe Knowledge, without enlarging 
the Heart, is but a poor Effe& of Literature. A 
liberal Education, without a liberal Mind, can 
only accompliſh a Dancing-Maſter ; give him the 
outward and viſible Sign, but not the inward and 
Spiritual Grace, of a Gentleman. 

Bellower is a Corruption of the French Word 
Balayeur, which ſignifies an Officer that removes 
Nuiſances in a Pariſh. 

I never knew the Derivation of the Saying 
that ſuch a Perſon bears the Belle, till I met with 
the French Subſtantive Belle, lately, which ſig- 
nifies the higheſt Trump, at Cards, 

They who rage at the Folly, or Abſurdity of 
another, ſeem to juſtify their Fault, by their 
Example. 

A Prude is a Woman who makes quick Ap- 
plication of looſe Ideas. 

Men ſhould never ſollicit certain Appetites, but, 
with Heartly, in the Old Batchelor, think it 
* Time enough to be lewd, when they have had 
the Temptation.“ By which Temperance, . 
the wiſe Oeconomy of Nature would be preſerv- 
ed, and our Paſſions gradually decreaſe, with 
our Powers. But the provoking our Appetites, 
ves an Habit of Deſire, without Ability; — 

ten 
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often renders Old Age ſcandalous, and is an Ear- 
neſt of the Miſery of the Damned. 

There would not be Half the Vice in the 
World, that there is, if People ſtrictly followed 
their own Inclinations. But they frequently ſub- 
mit to others, follow Vogue, and foreſtall De- 
fire. I have known many a Man ſtay at a Ta- 
vern, ſeveral Hours after he wiſhed to be in Bed; 
and go to a Brothel, when he would rather have 
lain alone. . 

The irreſolute Man is often damned for other 
People's Vices. The Principal is hanged for 
a Knaye, but the Accomplice for a Fool. 

This laſt Sentence ſounds to me as if I had ſaid 
it fomewhere before. I cannot recollet, No 
Matter *Tis no Plagiariſra to ſteal from one's 
ſelf. 

I make an Allowance for the Follies of Youth, 
and have Compaſſion toward the Weakneſs of 
Age. But I have neither Indulgence, or Pity, 
for the Abſurdities of the middle Term of Lite; 
becauſe they have no Genuineneſs in them, and 
are generally compounded of the Giddineſs of the 
firſt Stage, and the Foibles of the latter. 

Mr. Hume, in one of his Eſſays, ſays, that 
the French Word Naivzts, is a Term much want- 
ed in the Engliſh Language. TI think that there 
is no Senſe, in which it can be applied, where 
either the Words Genuineneſs, or Ingenuouſneſ:, 
will not anſwer. 

A Satyriſt is like the Bee, a Lampooner like 
the Waſp. | 

The Preceptor's Rod, like the Sting of a Bee, 
repays the Wound with Honey. 

I am called to Dinner. Adieu for an Hour. 

Bad Meat and ill dreſſed, But the proper 
Grace to ſay before ſuch a Meal, is, to thank 


God that we have Food upon any Terms. 
There 
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There was the Mate of an India Ship with us, 
who ſeemed to be of a different Opinion, for 
his Grace was an Oath, and all his Food was 
Drink. 

I find myſelf ſtill in the ſame Habit of Reflec- 
tion, ſo I ſhall continue, and eke out my Matinte 
with a Soirte, for you. | 

The heroic Actions of the Ancients, being 
ſo highly extolled by their Hiſtorians, gives me 
but a ſlight Opinion of the Virtue of thoſe Times. 
Scipio and the Captive. I do not think there is any 
Thing very extraordinary in this Story, and 
what is more, I never did. Scipio was not a 
vage. The Horatii et Curiatii—— Three Men 
from each Nation, ſtepped forth as Champions 
for their Country. In a War with France, To- 
morrow, ſhould an Herald propoſe the ſame Con- 
ditions to terminate the Strife, I dare ſay that 
above three hundred Volunteers would ſpring for- 
ward, from both the French and Engliſh Armies, 
to aght in ſuch a Cauſe. Decius. He devoted 
himſelf to Death. Let us only ſuppoſe him to 
be a Madman, and we hear of as brave Engliſh 
and French Men, every Day. The Principle 
makes no Difference in the Spirit, though it 
does in the Virtue of an Action. 

Our Paſſions often ceaſe, for ſome Time, be- 
fore we are ſenſible of it ourſelves ; for from the 
Force of Habit they ſeem ſtill to flow, like the 
Tide, at Ebb. 

In every Queſtion of Importance, where Rea- 
ſons appear equal on different Sides, the ſafeſt 
Meaſure is to avoid that Courſe, which you find 
yourſelf moſt inclined to; leſt your Affections 
ſhould have ſlipt into that Scale, and given only 
a ſeeming Equality to the Balance, Bi 

e 
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The real Qualities of Matter, are the Senſe, 
but Beauty is the Wit of Nature. 

An Enemy is an indirect Friend. 

That Poſterity may bleſs us, ſhould be one of 
the Staves of the Litany. 

Our Paſſions ſhould not be like Birds of the 
Air, nor like Birds of the Cage; but like Hawks, 
ſubject to be whiſtled off, and lured back again, 

Take a Perſon by their Foible, and you hold 
them ſurer than by their Fort. 

To claſs Men, in Life, according to their Ti- 
tles, Fortunes, &c. is as ablurd as to arrange a 
Library according to the Rank of the Authors, 
Senſe, Learning, Probity, and Honour, are the 
only juſt, becauſe the only natural Diſtinctions. 
Yes, you may add, Wit and Beauty, to them, 
There is a juſt Moral implied in the itles of the 
Roman Emperors, where optimus is alway? placed 
before maximus, 

Perſons obliged beyond the Power of a Return, 
become ungrateful. 

There is a falſe Opinion which has prevailed 
too long in the World, that none but Blockheads 
are fit tor Buſineſs. This is not the firſt Miſtake 
that was invented by Fools, and afterwards ob- 
tained Cred with the Wile, 

The bat Method of kceping a Secret, is to 
tell Halt tt e Truth. 

+ There is Nothing that People are fo grateful 
bw, as Advice; for all the While they are re- 
ceiving it, they are canvaſſing the Adviſer's Cha- 
racer or Conduct, to find out Something to re- 
primand, in their Turn. 


Knowledge 
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Knowledge and Pleaſure are ſynonymous Terms. 
—As Pleaſure is the moſt natural Temptation, 
we find that the firſt Motion of it was directed 
to the Tree of Knowledge. Variety gives a Zeſt 
to Pleaſure ; but here the Changes are ſoon ex- 
hauſted. Knowledge alone, has the peculiar 
Charm of being ever new. 

"Tis difficult to know the true Characters of 
Men. Some are honeſt out of Spirit, who would 
not be fo from Principle. 

Men's Natures may be judged from their Faults. 
The Errors of a good Heart are always the Ex- 
ceſſes of Virtues; thoſe of a mean Mind, the 
Defe&s of them. 

Death is not the Tyrant, but the Prerogative 
of Life. | 

Moſt People would do more to ſupport ano- 


ther's Fortune, thn to relieve their Indigence. 


I have known plebeian Peers, and right ho- 
nourable Taylors. | 

Learning, without Reflection, is like ſowing 
Grain, without tilling the Soil. 

If the Sun was to move round the Earth, as it 
does in Appearance, it muſt, upon calculating 
the Radius of it's Diſtance, go at the Rate of 
5,480 Miles, in a Second. 

If I were to frame a Dictionary, I would leave 
out the Gothic Phraſe of Outrageous, and put 
the French Word orageous, tempeſtuous, in it's 
Place. | 
I would alſo introduce the Wore Nimiety, from 
Nimietas, Redundancy, t 

What Time is a poetical Exprefſian for when. 

To defer to is an Expreſſion of Mr. Lacke's, for 
giving a Preference. 1 vinols 

Spirits in Youth, and Habit in Age, render 
Poverty tolerable throughout. And 'tis as weak 

to 
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to pity Perſons in ſuch a Circumſtance, as the 
Beaſts of the Field, except in Cafes of real Want. 
If one can paſs by their wretched Ignorance, I 
think that Compaſſion is miſplaced upon their 
Dunghills, and their Rags. 

There are only two Duties recommended to us 
in our Catechiſm; but moſt People feem to have 
formed a third, namely, one towards themſelves, 
which too often ſupercedes them both, 

Book Manners, like Book Muſlin, are more for 
Shew than Uſe. 'The Morals which are fit for 
Service, though they take their Weft from the 
Schools, muſt have their Warp from the World, 
For the Sun itſelf, though the Rule of our Time, 
requires an Equation Table. 

Men ſeem to think of Life, as they do of 
Watches, that to live faſt is to gain Time.—And 
the contrary. 

Sir William Temple ſays, very happily, that 
Temperance is a Virtue without Pride, and 2 
Fortune without Envy. 

Sleeping long cannot ſo properly be ſaid to be 
the Enjoyment of a Pleaſure, as the Want of Re- 
ſolution to enjoy one. 

Les petites Morales, The French Morals are 
like their Plate ; they appear as well as Sterling, 
but have not the Value. 

— grows familiar, and Homelineſs wears 


Scaliger calls Lucian the Cerberus of the Mu- 
ſes. I think that Swift might alſo be ſtyled ſo. 
Boerhaave drew a very juſt Characteriſtic of 
Swift, whom he ſtyled Homo beterocliti ingenii. 
Marcus Aurelius ſaid that he had learned from 
Apollonius, the Art of receiving Favours, with- 
out becoming either ungrateful, or obliged, There 
ü 10 
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is a great Refinement in this Sentiment, but it 
requires a Comment. I ſhall leave you to make 
it. : 
It always provokes me to hear Magna Charta 
queted as the Foundation of our Liberties. Is 
not Nature our Charter, and Birth our Title to 
it? Is it not our inberent Right, and ſhall Lawyers 
or Politicians dare to ſpeak of it meerly as a Con- 


ceſſion? Did Kings grant Liberty, or the Peo- 
ple give Prerogative? 

K. am weary of Conje dures. Sleep muſt end 
_ ; 


Adieu ! 


LET. 
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LETTER DXLIV. 


Holybead. 
SOUTH Briton till. I walk along the 


- Shore, every Morning, ſometimes looking 
at the Sea, like Xerxes, in a Rage, ſometimes 
contemplating it, like Ariſtotle, en Philoſophe. But 
indeed the Weatherwiſe of this Port, ſpeak ſo de- 
ſpondingly about the Matter, that I believe we 
muſt not expe& to ſail, 'till Charen's Boat comes 
for us. One Paſſenger went off in it laſt Night; 
and I fee two or three more ſtalking toward the 
ſame Ferry, at preſent. Bad Meat, worſe Drink, 
ill lying, and fretting, are mortal Diſtempers. 

What vexes me moſt, is to have your Letters 
paſs conſtantly by, before my Face, and yet not 
be able to lay my Eyes upon them; for I lodge 
at the Poſt-Houſe, and ſee the Office full of Iriſh 
Mails, which I am more tempted to rob, than 
any Highwayman, for there is a Love, ſtronger 
than that of Money. This doubles my Impa- 
tience to get to Dublin, that I may have the 
Pleaſure of reading a Dozen of your Letters, at 
Once. 


Adieu 


LET 
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LETTER DXLV, 


HE Wind in the ſame Point till, but riſing 
greatly, blowing a Freſb, as I think the 
Sailors call it, which, they ſay, is a general Sign 
of it's beginning to change. Like enough, Sul- 
lenneſs is longer- lived than Paſſion. | | 
I am juſt come up ſrom the Shore, which I left 
maſqueraded with People, I believe, from every 
Nation of the Earth, waiting for a Paſlage to 
Ireland. I ſtood contemplating the Harlequin 
Groupe, a conſiderable Time. The different 
Features of the Aſians, Africans, Americans, and 
Europeans, was Matter of great Speculation to 
me; but the Difference between Homelineſs and 
Beauty, was ſtill greater. 

Deformity may be accounted for. Tis owing 
to Accident, and may be traced up to it's Con- 
tingency ; therefore, rate; while Straightneſs 
and Proportion are general, becauſe natural. But 
the Reverſe of this is remarkable, in the other 
Subject. Beauty is rare, and Homelineſs gene- 
ral. And why? What Need of ſuch Oeconomy 
in Providence? Are handſome Features, more ex- 
penſive than ugly ones? A fair Skin than a 
brown, auburn Hair than red, black Eyes than 
grey? There is Room for great Speculation 
here, but not Time for it, I hope, at preſent; 
for methinks I hear the Boatſwain's Whiſtle, 
Charming Note ! 

Yeſterday I called in at Mrs. Arthur's, to ſee 
a Gentleman, and among the Scribbling upon 
the Glaſs and Walls, I met with my Lines upon 
the unfortunate Death of the late Lady Moleſ- 
worth, with Lord B-—n's Name under them. 

Vor. IV. K I wzs 
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I was ſurprized, at firſt, but recolleQing that 


his Lordſhip had never been that Way, ſince the | 


ſhocking Accident which was the Subject of that 
Epitaph, I ſuppoſe that he might have been 
ſtruck with it, as he had a fincere Affection 
for her, and upon pointing out the Lines which, 
were anonymous in the News-paper, ſome Per. 
fon or other might have ſuppoſed his Lordſhip 
the Author. 

I took no Notice of this Matter, but what paſ- 
ſed in my own Mind, and left the Signature un- 
cancelled. * 

I am ſummoned by Wind and Tide. 


Adieu 
Henry. 


An EriTAarn for Lady MoLEswoORTH, who 
was burned to Death by an accidental Fire, in 
her own Houſe, 


A peerleſs Matron, Pride of female Life, 

In every State, as Widow, Maid, or Wife, 
Who, wedded to Threeſcore, preſerv'd her Fame, 
She liv'd a Phoenix, and expir'd in Flame. 


T. 


me, 


Henry and Frances, 


LETTER DXLVE 


Dear HARRY, 


* M extremely concerned at the Delay yd 
have met with at the Head. I lock: upon 
every Hour one ſpends, in ſuch a' Circumſtante; 
to be ſo much taken out of their Life; for Time 
goes on without Uſe, or Account, and might, as 
well, not be. | 

However, I know Nobody leſs to be pitied, 
than you, in ſuch Situations. Your Writing and 
Reflections draw a Veil between Time and you, 
and ſuffer him to glide by, unnoticed, One great 
Coadjutor though is wanting to you, at preſent, 
I perceive, namely, Books. But is there not a 
Proverb, I forget the Latin of it, that ſays, When 
one cannot find a Way, they ſhould make one ? 
So it is with you, in this Caſe, for the leſs you 
read, the more you write. Your Letters are al- 
+ ſhorteſt from a Library. 

ut though I confeſs myſelf much entertained 
with your preſent Correſpondence, ] would much 
rather hear you complaining of the Dirt and 
Noiſe at the Robin Hoed Inn, in Dame: ſtreet, 
than read all your Ingenuity about the Moun- 
tains and Monuments, in Wales. 

I ſhall continue to be extremely wneaſy, till I 
receive a Letter from you, from Dublin, or ra- 
ther impatient,---for the Weather has been, and 
ſtill is, ſo very mild, that my Apprehenſions are 
not ſo very urgent about your Safety, as they 
would naturally be, at this late Seaſon cf the 
Year. Your Paſſage muſt rather have been te- 
dious, than dangerous. 

K 2 How 
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How like an Idiot am I talking ! I ſpeak fa- 
vourably of a Wind that has been all the While 
againſt you. However, I am right again, for 


there has been ſo little of it, that I ſhould ima- 


gine, being no Sailor, you might have fided it 
Over. 

Every Happineſs betide you. Is that a Pun? 
I did not mean it, but my Superſtition will not 
ſuffer me to alter the Expreſſion, for Fear of 
hurting the Prayer. 


Adieu / 


Frances. 


L ZE T- 
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LETTER DXLVII. 


STILL receive Letters "Rae you from Holy- 
head, and am almoſt tempted to write to you 
there, inſtead of ſuffering mine to paſs you by, 
as they do, poſily, at preſent. 
our Stromatics amuſed me greatly, 'This 
and Eſſay-writing are a pure lazy Manner, for I 
can hardly call it Method, for People of a certain 
Character, which, though very common in Life, 
have always appeared to me a Contradiction in 
Nature, Perſons of Genius, without Applica- 
tion; of lively Imaginations, with indolent 
Minds. ä 
I have not been well theſe three Days. I 


. have got a ſore Throat, not an hyſterical one. 


This has confined me at Home; and, as I am in 
a State that all my Friends, not knowing of my 
being ill, would expect me to be conſtantly 
abroad, I am left intirely alone. But I keep up 
my 8 Spirits, by the Thought that Mr. W——-s 
Opinion is ultimately to determine my Affair, in 

a few Days. 1 thall then more ardently wiſh 
bo your Preſence, even than my Illneſs and Soli- 
tude terapt me to do at preſent; for Happineſs 
or Plezfure ] can only be ſaid to ſafer, not enjoy, 
WITLOUT 2 

Adieu 1 ſiatter myſelf but for a little While. 


Frances, 


L E T- 
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LET TER DXLVIII. 


THINK this Letter muſt meet you in Dub- 

lin, for J have kept a Journal of the Wea- 
ther theſe ten Days paſt; that is, I have ſent 
conſtantly down to the Water ſide to inquire the 
Points of the Wind, and believe that you muſt 
have made your Paſſage, on Sunday Morning 
laſt. 
The elegant Preſent of China which you had 
ordered Home to me, it ſeems, the Morning you 
left -London, and which you were too polite to 
mention in any of your Letters ſince, was 
brought-to-me, but Yeſterday Morning. What 
occaſioned-the Delay I never troubled myſelf to 
inquire, being too much taken up with the Ga- 
lantry of the Card which accompanied it. I de- 
clare it was enough to hurt my Character. 
Conſider the plain Hands it muſt have paſſed 
through, and then think whether it could ever be 
imagined to have come from an Huſband? 

Indeed, my Love, 1 feel myſelf often diſtreſſed 
by too much Kmdneſs. What a pleaſing and un- 
common Pain! Why will you not leave me ſome 
little Merit, in loving you as I do, with the ut- 

oft Tenderneſs? My Affection, though warm- 
ed and refined as it is, to the utmoſt Perfection 
of Paſſion and Sentiment, can only be deemed 
by me the bare Payment of a Debt, and not a 
Gift-offering to Love. But ſince your N 
has deprived me of the Power, your Juſtice, 
hope, will accept the Will. 

Some new Difficulty has ariſen, in my Affair, 
ſince laſt Poſt. I ſhall not tell you what it 1 

ti 
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till T ſhall be able, at the ſame Time, I hope, 
to tell you that it has been got over. But at all 
Events you have furniſhed me already, with an 
Antidote to every Diſappointment in Life. I need 
but think of you, and be happy. May my dear 
Harry be ever ſo, moſt devoutly prays his fondly 
affeQtionate Wife, 


Frances. 


k K4 LE - 
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. 
Dublin. 


My dear PANEGYRIST, 


1 RECEIVED your too kind and flattering 
Letter, laſt Poſt. I ſhewed it to Mrs. B 
She is my ſele& Confidante, upon theſe Occaſions. 
The Expreſſion is not unapt, for the Tenderneſs 
and Politeneſs of our Loves have abſolutely re- 
fined Matrimony into Amour, between us. She 
ſaid I muſt either have a very ſtrong Head, or a 
very ſtupid one, to trudge about the Streets as I 
do, like a Perſon of no Note or Conſequence in 
Life, while I receive ſuch Apotbeoſes, every Poſt. 
She yows that if ſuch Incenſe was lighted up to 
her, ſhe would immediately aſſume an auguſt 
State to herſelf, ſequeſter her Perſon from public 
View, and admit Levee's but once a Month. 

I am, within theſe three Days, recovering 
Spirits and Appetite, after my fatiguing, and 
diſagreeable Journey, Delay, and Voyage. Such 
Dublin Bay Herrings were never ſeen before. You 
have Nothing like them in London. There ne- 
ver was a Fluke deſerved a crooked Mouth more 


than I have done.“ What a R<uveneſcence 


ſprings up in my Veins, upon the Occurrence of 
this Expreſſion ! Memory, lite Ligatning, ſhot quick 
through every Interval of Bliſs. *Tis certain that 

we 


_ ® This alludes to a ridiculous Story that was told 
in Company the firſt Time they met together. 
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we ſhall never be as young again, as when we 
firſt fondly fooled together. There's an Allite- 
ration of three F's for you.---But, I think it as 
certain, that there is a Richneſs in our Loves, 
reſembling generous Wines, the Spirit purer as 
the Dregs increaſe. 

To-morrow we go down to our Election. 1 
told you, laſt Poſt, that your Mother and Chil- 
dren were well, and this muſt ſatisfy us, for the 
preſent, as it will not be in my Power to call to 
ſee them, till my Return. 


Adieu ! 


Henry. 


K 5 L E Ts. 
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LETTER DL. 


HEARTILY congratulate you, and, not- 

withſtanding ycur uſual Deſpondency, I am 
already in Poſſeſſion for you, of my principal 
Wiſh, in thoſe Matters; to have your Writings 
approved. Approbation and Succeſs, you ſay, 
are different 'Things.--True—But one is Ho- 
nour, the ther only Money. But what ſignifies 
this Stoical{Declamation to you, whoſe rational, 
therefore non-heroical Sentiment, upon the Sub- 
ject, I know to be this: Fame and Profit may be 
compared to a gilded Counter, and a Guinea :—The 
firſt glitter, moſt, but the latter is One and Twenty 
Sbillings. | 

To-day the Election was held, and both Sides, 
as uſual, ſing Te Deum. This is rather ridicu- 
lous, than otherwiſe, *Tis like the Children's 
Play of Draw-Gloves, or King I am. And the Ser- 
vice of the Men, upon theſe Occaſions too, is 
pretty much the ſame. A little for themſelves, 
and nothing at all for you. 

Te-morrow I ſhall ſet our for Portarlington ; 
ſtay two Days there only, and thence proceed to 
Dublin. After I ſhall have waited upon Lord 
D „ my Time will then be my own, and 
I ſhall think it Eternity, till I can ſpend it with 
you. 

I have got a little Cold, to keep Company 
with your fore Throat. We muſt all expect a 
Szafoning, upon Change of Weather, which is, 
in Effe d, a Change of Climate. The earlier 
one gets it, the better.— Tis ſafer than when 
it becomes epidemical. Mine, indeed, was con- 
tracted 
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trated oddly enough. It was owing to my not 
ſhaving my Head. Tis a Paradox, both inſide 
and out. But as my Hair grew long, it became- 
ſoft and ſmooth ; and my Wig, conſequently, 
was always ſlipping back. 

Mrs, B-— came over here, Yeſterday, She 
looks well, after her late Illneſs, and is, à la Cuu- 
tume, in admirable Spirits. She ſays ſhe loves 
and longs for you, This Family ſend their Com- 
pliments, and good Wiſhes to you, 


Alien 


Henry. 


LE T-- 
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LETTER PII. 


SPENT Tueſday and Wedneſday at Por. 
I tarlington, with your dear Children, and left 
them both extremely well. Harry is the ſame 
careleſs, well-diſpoſed Boy, as uſual; and Fan- 
(bon is greatly improved, in Apprehenſion and 
Manners. She ſaid two or three Things to me 
which puts me ſo much in Mind of you, that my 
Heart gave a loud Throb, and opened the Door 
of it, to receive her in, for ever. She is, indeed, 
your own Child, and I have the Joy of feeling 
for her as ſuch, which I confeſs I f never done 
before. You know my Way. It was two Years 
before I felt a Father's Fondneſs fer Harry. You 
remember my Argument upon this Subject, many 
Years ago. I have no vyluntary AﬀeQtians, 
but for Mankind, in general, Individuals muſt 
win, and may then wear them, for Life; unleſs 
they themſelves ſhall chuſe to them off. 

Your Mother was not there, but I found her 
here, and ſhe is in perfect Health, allo. Her 
Make, and the Gaiety of her Manner, help to 
preſerve an Appearance of Youth, ſtill, in her 
- grand ClimaQteric. She talks of going over with 
me, to ſee you and her own Country, once 
more ; and I am very certain, that if it was 
Summer, ſhe would do ſo, 

I have kept this Letter open, 'till paſt Eleven, 
at Night, waiting for four Paquets, which are 
happily arrived this Moment ; and I have juſt 
had the Pleaſure of reading four extreme pretty 


Letters from you. Give me Leave to congratu- 
late 
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late you again, upon the ſame Subject. I ſhall 
ſail with the firſt Cheſter Ship, I cannot be eaſy 
in my Mind, 'till I am with you; and though I 
have not yet been able to finiſh my Buſineſs, 
here, I will forego every Confideration, for the 
Love and Obiigation I owe you, I had nearly 


wrote Duty. But that is a Moral which has ne- 


ver yet been admitted in our Syſtem, 
Adieu ! but continue to write tome, 'till you. 


hear I am landed, for the Weather is uncertain, 
and I am conſtant. 


Henry, 


L E T. 
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LETTER DLU 


Dear Fanwy, 


Y Cold continued very ſevere, till Yeſter- 

day, though I did not repeat any Ac- 
count of it, to you ; but the Receipt of your two 
laſt Letters, where you ſpeak of my Children, 
and of your returning to me, have availed more 
toward my Recovery than the whole Materia Me- 
dica, I am much better, but ſtill weak, both in 
Body, and Mind. My Diſorder fell heavily 
upon my Spirits, which you know are never very 
heroic. 

Your Account of Fanghon, has given me vaſt 
Pleaſure, I dare ſay ſhe will never forfeit the 
Place you have given her in your Affections. I 
earneſtly long to feel the ſame delightful Sen- 
ſations for her, which it is impoſſible to do, with- 
out knowing her. | 

You have expreſſed my Sentiments, with Re- 
gard to Fame, very juſtly, I ceriainly, never 
was deſigned for an Author. In Truth I want 
moſt of the principal Qualifications, but am re- 
markably deficient in Vanity ; for I declare that 
I never received any Manner of Pleaſure from 
the Merits which have been imputed to my flight 
Writings, except in the Applauſe that your par- 
vial Kindneſs has laviſhed on them ; and there my 
Tranſport aroſe from a fonder Sentiment even 
than Vanity. | 

But in Reality, the unſurmountable Baſhfulneſs, 
call it mauvaiſe Honte, if you will, that I have 
always had, about the CharaQer of a female - 
; thor, 
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thor, were ſufficient to have damped à tenfold 
more ſcribbling Ardor, than ever L was poſſeſſed 
with. And I declare that I would, at any Time 
of my Life, upon Security for the Profits, 
have given the Name of any, or all my Writings, 
to my Maid, rather than have worn the Brand 
my ſelf. And 1 dare ſay, that this would have 
anſwered much better for me, too, for Duck was 
penſioned, while Gay was left to ſtarve. *© Say, 
© ſage Mantaigne, or ſtill more ſage Charron,” 


from what Principle in human Nature, ſuch a. 


Partiality ſhould ariſe? - 

I wiſh you Joy of the EleQtion's being over. 
The Farce you mention has been aQed there 
theſe ſeven Years paſt, to my certain Knowledge, 
and (ad Experience, for though *tis Play to them 
—Well-Il won't make you angry. OO 
you with a new Impatience. 


Frances. 


LE T- 
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LETTER DLIIL. 


FRAN CES to HENRY. 


SIT down to write to you, this Poſt, with 

twice the Spirit I did the laſt, from the fond 
Hope that you will not receive my Letter ; how- 
ever, I ſhould be very ſorry you were on any 
Part of your Jonrney, at this preſent Writing, tor 
the Fog is ſo great, that it would be- impoſſible 
for you to find your Way, by Land, or by Wa- 
ter. Iv is now Twelve o' Clock, at Noon, and I 
can ſcarce ſee to write, though I am ſeated by 
the Window. But this does not convey the Idea 
I intend, ſo ſtrongly as I mean it, to you, who 
have complained that my Lilliputian Type would 
put you to the Expence of Spectacles, before your 
Time. | 

This Weather will confine me, at Home, 
longer than I purpoſed, for I have not yet ven- 
tured out, fince my Illneſs, But I am not left 
ſo much alone, as I was at the Beginning, for 
my Friends have found the Way to come and 
ſee me frequently of late. I mean my male 
Friends only ; for I can't ſay much of my female 
ones. Neither S—— nor V ——-have been near 
me, and P called here but once, ſince you 
left me. 

Mrs. N— was a conſtant Viſitor, indeed, but 
has given me Reaſon ſince, to be very ſorry that 
ſhe was not as ſhy of a Fever, as the reſt of my 
Gdſſips appeared to be; for, ſhe happened one 
Day td ſpy a Copy of the Work at preſent in Agi- 
tation, lying on my Table, and, without any fur- 
ther Authority than this, and, in Violation of the 
ſacred 
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facred Laws of Hoſpitality and Friendſhip, pub- 
liſhed it in ſeveral Places ; but particularly at 
Mr. L——'s, from which Quarter, you know, 


I had Reaſons for concealing myſelf, till a certain 


Time, ö 

It is amazing to me in what Fold of the Heart, 
ſuch Meanneſs as this, can lurk. Paſſions are 
natural, and even the Vices which are the Con- 
ſequence of their Exceſs, may alſo be accounted 
for. — Some immediate, or apparent Good, is 
intended, os enjoyed. But to injure, or betray 
another Perſon, without any ProſpeQ, or even 
the Deſign, of the leaſt Manner of Advantage 
to one's ſelf, is, if I may fo expreſs it, a very 
Weed of Vice. 

This Perſon, 'tis true, has not very ſtrict No- 
tions of Religion, but then ſhe has the whole 
Ritual of the Heathen Ethics, at ber Fingers 
Ends. I had like to have ſaid, by Heart, But 
the Expreſſion is the only juſt one, for I am 
much afraid ſhe keeps them at Arm's Length, from 
the latter, 


Adieu | 


Frances. 
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LETTER DLIV. 


FRANCES to HENRY. 


HAVE received no Jetter from you, theſe 

three Poſts. I want no Affidavit to aſſure me 
that the Wind is againſt the Paquets coming 
from Ireland, 

Nothing new has occurred in 'my Buſineſs, 
ſince I wrote laſt to you, therefore as no 
freſh Matter has ariſen, either to rejoice or mourn 
at, I ſhall proceed, as uſual, in all indifferent Ca- 
ſes, to amuſe myſelf, I had like to have ſaid you, 
with ſuch RefleQions 'and Obſervations, as the 


Subjects and Circumſtances I occafionally meet 


with, may give Riſe to. 

I have been reading, this Morning, a Treatiſe, 

led, A comparativeView of the State and Faculties 
of Man, with th: amiable World; and in one Paſ- 
ſage of it, Page 58, the Author publiſhes this 
Sentiment, Thus we have endeavoured to point 
out the Effects, which the Faculty of Reaſon, 
that boaſted Characteriſtic of the human Species, 
produces, among thoſe who poſſeſs it in the moſt 
eminent Degree; and from the little Influence it 
ſeems to have in promoting either public, or pri- 
vate Good, we are tempted to ſuſpect that Provi- 
dence, purpoſely, blaſts thoſe great Fruits we na- 
turally expect from it, in order to preſerve a 


certain Balance and Equality, among Man- 
kind.“ 


Is it poſſible to conceive a Thought more un- 


philoſophic and prophane, than this? Is not an 
Atheiſt, if there ever was ſuch a Blockhead int he 
World, 
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World, infinitely more pardonable, than ſuch a 
Believer? The Fool that ſaith in bis Heart, There 
is no God, affronts only common Senſe, but he 
who believes a God, unworthy of his Nature, 
affronts the Deity. 

Either God endows ſome Perſons with ſuperi- 
or Talents, in order #2 blaſt them; or they ſlip 
through his Fingers, unawares, and as ſoon as he 
finds them out, he oppoſes his Omnipotence to 
render them ineffectual. Take the Idea which 
Way you will, and. refle& upon it, For my 
Part, ſuch prophane Darings, as theſe, not only 
aſtoniſh, but make me tremble, at their Impie- 


ty. 5 
ls this Madneſs, or Folly? I ſend you an Epi- 
gram of J. J. Rouſſear's, in Anſwer to this Queſ- 
tion. 


% 


Toute le monde eſt plein de Fols, 
Celui qui ne veut en voir, 
Doit demeurer tout ſeul, 
Et caſſer ſon mirroir. 


Adieu ! 


* „ Frances. 
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LETTER DLV. 


HENRY to FRANCES, 


RECEIVED three Letters from you, this 

Week, and ſhould have replied as often, Hut 
that 1 knew the Paquets could not go out, I 
doubt whether they can fail To-night, but 7 
aww, is to be certain. 

I am glad to hear you have got tire better of 

our Cold, and intreat that you will be careful of 
yourſelf ; for this Weather is unnatural, and one 
does not know well how to deal with it. 'Tis 
too open for the Seaſon, and Colds of all Kinds, 
abound. Tis pleaſant, but dangerous. Triglypb 
would compare it to the Joys of illicit Love, 
where the Pleaſure is damped, by the Hazard. 

As for my Part, I watch every Circumſtance, 
with Regard to my own Health, and am ſo much 
afraid of my Cholic returning on me, before 1 
ſet out, that I fit at Table, like a Tyrant, afraid 
of being poiſoned at my Meals. In fine, I am 
become a very dre Pezzio to myſelf, and am al- 
moſt tempted, like Sancho, to abdicate and fly to 
my Dulcinea; who, though ſhe might not grant 
me greater Indulgence chan I permit myſelf, 
would certainly o'cr-pay my Abſtinence, if 
Heaven, as Aſcetics hold, is to be won by faſt- 
ing. 

I am vexed at the Story you tell me of Mrs. 
N— ; your ſtyling her Behaviour, in that 
Inſtance, a Weed of Vice, is a happy Expreſſion. 

ell reaps Tares in it's Harveſts, as well as 
Heaven ; and I always thought that there were 

more 
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more filly Devils, than wicked ones. This muſt 
be true, in a double Senſe, according to an Adage 
of mine ; for I think I have ſomewhere ſaid, or 
meant to ſay, that all Knaves are Fools, in the firff 
Inflances, and Knaves only in the ſecond. 

I have received Rouſſeau's Sarcaſm, on Man- 
kind, The Turn of it has too much of the 
Quaintneſs of modern Epigram in it ; but the 
Subje& of it conſorts well enough with my laſt 
Paragraph ; though I do not mean to carry my 
Reflection ſo far. I am far from a Miſantbrope, 
for if I did not love human Nature fo well, I 
ſhould not hate it ſo much. 


Adieu / and believe me to be, 


My dear Fanny's diſconſolate Exile, 


. Henry. 


P. S. I have bought your Snuff, but impa- 
o_ of my Delay, I ſend you ſome of it in- 
cloſed, | 


L E T- 
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LETTER DLVL. 


FR AN cs , HENRY. 


7 OUR polite and affectionate Letter, of laſt 
Poſt, has, like a Cordial, healed the Pain 
that your mi ſſing the one before, had occaſioned. 
declare that the Pleaſure I receive from your 
Letters, encreaſes with my Years, and I really 
— md 3 eo. oo $58 


I am ſorry, however, that our Love and Con- 
ſtancy ſhould appear ſingular. I ſincerely wiſh 
the Happineſs of all Mankind, but triumph in 
our own, The Gold of Opbir could not have 
been more welcome to me than your Pinch of 
Snuff, Les petits Soins are the ſureſt Emanati- 
ons of a real Love. Small Things are often the 
beſt Signs of great ones. Biography ſhews the 
Heroe more than Hiſtory; a pious Ejaculation 
has more true Devotion than public Worſhip ; 
and a Gift betokens more Kindneſs than a Lega- 
cy. But your Attention to your Health is, of all 
Proofs, the ſtrongeſt, of your Regard to my Hap- 
pineſs. Go on, and proſper. 5 

Your Complaint about the Warmth of the 
Weather, came to my Hands, laſt Night, when 
they were ſo frozen, that I could ſcarce hold the 
Letter, but the charming Glow which aroſe 
from reading, it, would have thawed all the Ice 
in the Park, which is, I believe, eight or ten 


Inches thick. Our Climate is both warmer, and 
keener, 
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keener, than your's, but we have the Extremes 
in their proper Seaſons, while you have frequent- 
ly cold Summers, and open Winters. I received 
a Letter from Mrs. B at the ſame Time 
of your's, but ſhe muſt wait till a Thaw, for an 
Anſwer, 

You are at your Triglyþh Strokes again, but 


ſt T like you' better in your Andrew's CharaQter, 
n and think it becomes you better, too. Vou make 
| ſo much more advantageous a Figure when you 
Ir are polite, than arch. —The next Paragraph in 
y your Letter, made this Contraſt appear more 
ſtrongly. 

. Iam grown a perfe& Gadder, fince I have got 
. the better of my Cold. But you are to blame for 
|= it. The kind and flattering Things you ſay to 
h me, raiſe my Spirits, and I am almoſt tempted 
n to think myſelf young and agreeable, 

e 
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LETTER $ between 


LETTER DLVII. 


HENRY to FRANCES, 


\ /TR. C wrote to you laſt Poſt, which 
prevented me, as he had mentioned to you 
the Rub, which had thrown me out of my Bias 


toward you, or elſe I ſhould have been at Sea laſt - 


Night, which I have had a lucky Eſcape of; for 
the Spirits of the Air were for many Hours at 
high Words together, which came, at length, to 
Blows, and they were throwing rooted Trees, 
and Stacks of Chimnies, at each other's Heads, 
till Morning. 

This Storm may probablw have driven the 
Paquet out of it's Courſe, for it has not yet arri- 
ved, therefore I take this Opportunity of writing 


to my dear and only Correſpondent, not to fulfil 


my Duty, but my Love. 
Pray alter one Line, in the Prologue I ſent 
you, laſt Poſt. Read it thus, 


Nor injur'd Maiden, nor a faitbleſs Wife 
Impure our Fable; | 


For I don't like nor ne, becauſe it ſounds like two 
Negatives, which ſeem to affirm, rather than de- 
ny. Though nor is not a Negative, in that Paſ- 
ſage, but only a Cenjunqtion Disunive—A ſtrange 
Phraſe.---However, 'tis always better to obvzate, 
than defend an ObjeQion, 


I have bought the for Mr, W——, 


and ſhall carry it over, myſelf, for I hope to be 
in 
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in London, ſooner than any one I know going 


there. The latter End of this Week, at fartheſt 
my Difficulty will be got the better of, and 
then pray ſend me a favourable Gale to waft 
me over, for tis but Whiſtle, and Pl come 10 
thee, my Laſz. | 


Alieu ! 


Vor. IV. L 
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LETTER DLVIIL 


HN RY to FRANCES. 


HAVE received a Letter from you, at laſt, 

aſter the Omiſſion of two Poſts. Thank God, 
2 are ſafe, but I find I had ſome Reaſon, un- 

owing, for the Uneaſineſs I felt at this Delay. 
I ſtrove to account for it, by ſuppoſing you had 
gone down to Sunning, but though this was plan- 
ſible, it did not ſatisfy me. I felt unhappy, but 
I don't know how, the Senſation was not quite 
unpleaſant. True love is ever anxious, and 
there is, undoubtedly, more Pleaſure in Fondneſs, 
than Philoſophy. | 

I am pleaſed with your little Parody on I 
prithee make Haſte, and away, my Love, &c. be- 
cauſe it ſhewed you to be in Spirits ——Paime 
la badinage, when it is not a Character, but the 
waving of one. 

I have ſeen the Eſſay you mention, and think 
of it as you do. Tis plaguy huſky; the Style 
affeQed, and the Fxpreſſion harſh. Inever thought 
him a good Writer, either in Sentiment, or Lan- 
guage, his excepted, His Writings may 
be compared to Iron; ſtrong, cold, hard, and 
heavy; according to the following Order; his 
Language, Sentiment, Moral, and Narrative. 
When I meet with cold Thoughts, which one of- 
ten does, in poliſhed Languages, I think of Ice 
preſerved in Oil, which Rabelais ſays will do it, 
as well as Straw. 

And ſo, Madam Flirt, your Ruelle is conſtant- 
ly attended by the beaux Eſprits of the Age. Not 

a Woman 
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a Woman there, but Mrs. B who is nei- 

ther Male, or Female.— This is the Account that 

our good Friend Mr. B has brought freſh 
m Londen : 


© Penelope, her Lord away, 

© Gave amorous Audiences all Day ; 
© Yet this is ſhe whom Poets name 
© Pattern of Chaſtity and Fame.” 


Pray put my Bew into the Hands of theſe 
Galants, as Pen's Suitors were tried with that of 
Ulyſſes, and ſee what Hand they'll be able to 
make of it, even if you ſhould let them have the 
Fiddle alſo. | 

Tom H, that conſtant Hunter of all pub- 
lic Places, has, at length, retired from the 
World, on Saturday Morning, and was buried 
= __ Eh, 5 | flep 

L expeQR, every Hour, to be at Liberty to 
on Board, but as that Circumſtance depends upon 


others, I can ſay no more, at preſent, but adieu, 


7 


my 
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LETT E R DLIX. 
Dear HAART, 


RECEIVED. your kind Letter which of 

them ? It was no new Diſorder that attacked 
me, but the ſcattered Forces of my former, that 
the Change of Weather had rallied | 
againſt me; but one Gleam of Sun«ſhine diſ- 
perſed them again, and I. ſhall take Care to for- 
tify myſelf before the next Fog. | 

Fam vexed; as a Thing of Courſe, at your not 
being able to come over, and yet I have an odd 
Kind of Sentiment about ity at the ſame Pine. 
My Affair here is doubtful. An Hundred Hlana 
to a Prize, at leaſt Should it fail, I wauld 
chuſe to have you away. -There is no natural 
Monopoly, but that of Grief. But theh, again, 
if it ſhould ſucceed, how much ſhould want 
you | 


hor is an Import, Joy is an Exchange, 
It flies Monopoliſts, it calls for two.“ 


You call me a Flirt — I deny the Charge; 
but I confeſs that I have ſome little Reaſon to be 
vain of the uncommon Attention, which my few 
male Acquaintance have paid me fince you left 
London ; and I begin ſeriouſly to think, of late, 
that a little Underſtanding, and good Breeding, 
may be of Service to a Woman paſt Five and 
Twenty, though I poſitively deny their being of 

be leaſt Uſe to her before that Age. This is 
DOT | true 
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true Philoſophy. Providence is the great Oeco- 


nomiſt ; it never employs more Means than are 
neceſſary to accompliſh one End, and the Lord 
knows that Youth and Beauty, alone, are ſuffi- 
cient to make Fools of the Wiſeſt of you. 

Why don't you ſay Something of my Mother 
and Children? You muſt hear oftener of them, 


than I can, 


Adieu t 
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LETTER DLX. 


Dear Harry, 


HERE has not arrived any Iriſh Mail, by 

this Poſt, I hope the firſt will ſail with you. 
However,---if this Letter ſhould meet you in Dub- 
lin, I defire the Favour of you to incloſe the little 


Thing you ſent to the Chronicle, while the Af- 


fair of Lord G S was depending. 
Yon may eaſily gueſs whom it is for. Mr. V—, 
who is a zealous Client to that Family, was here, 
this Morning, and happening to touch upon the 
Subject, I mentioned this Writing to him, which, 
it ſeems, he had never ſeen before. I mentioned 
it not, by any Means, to ſhew your Wit, but 
your Virtue; and he agreed with me that it was 
a noble Inſtance of Generoſity, in you, to enter 
a Volunteer in Defence of a Man, who was the 
very Perſon that gave the firſt Shock to your 
Fortunes. But what we both of us admired moſt, 
in this Buſineſs, was your keeping yourſelf con- 
cealed, and ſcorning to make a Merit of your Be- 
nevolence, | 

In order to imitate you, as far as in my Power, 
I told him a Story, greatly to his I ordſhip's Ad- 
vantage, in order to do him the Juſtice which 
the humane Mind muſt have owed to him, upon 


that Occaſion. I don't know whether you re- 
member it. There was a Mail robbed, to delay 


a Writ of EleQtion, in which he was deeply and 
politically, concerned; but when the Account 
was brought to him, his firſt Anxiety was about 
a Reprieve that had been ſent down by that Poſt 

to 
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to the Sheriff; upon which he immediately ran 
to the Office to get another made out, and diſ- 
atched an Expreſs with it, before he ever troubled 
himſelf about the ſecond Writ. I ſay that Man 
muſt be naturally brave ; and none but a Coward 
can contradiat my Philoſophy. Mercy and Hu- 
manity never yet dwelt in a baſe Breaſt. 
I ſupped, t'other Night, at —, and met 
Mr. there, I don't like him. I fancy 
he thinks that Learning may be a Plea for Im- 


pertinence, and that becauſe he knows more, he 


is, therefore, privileged to behave worſe, than 
others, 

I was offered to be invited, to ſpend ſome 
Evening, next Week, in Company with Mrs. 
8 ; and I ſhould like it well enough, if I 
was ſure ſhe would not know who I am; but I am 
afraid of her; ſhe would certainly engage me in 
a Converſation, and I happen to have neither 


Spirits, nor Humour enough, to ſupport ſuck a 


tete d tfte, She has as many Airs in her as an 
Opera, and all her Speech is recitative. Upon 
theſe Conſiderations, I have declined the Inter- 
view, 

I hope I am writing to Nobody, and that this 
Letter will paſs you by, on the Road, 


Adieu | 


Frances. 
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Lire AMoAT 


HENRY fo FRANCES, 


1 RE CEIVE D your Letter, here, to your 
Diſappointment, and my great Morti fication. 
However, be aſſured, that though my Buſineſs is 
not done yet, Nothing ſhall now detain me, but 
the Wind, chuſing rather to truſt to that, than 
Promiſes. I take my Paſſage in Maculla. 

Little Maſter Jacky Thompſon is returned from 
the Weſt-Indies, a great big Man. He is a ſtupid, 
old-looking Fellow. His Face reſembles a Buff, 
for all his Features are of one Colour, or rather of 
no Colour at all, and his Eyes have ſo little Spe- 
culation in them, that they might be likened to 
the Glaſs Windows of an empty Book-Caſe.----- 
One may fancy they ſee the Inſide of his Scull, 
ſeraped clean, without one intervening Thought 
to interrupt the Viſion. 

We have no News here, but that Mr. 's 
Houſe is burned to the Ground. Some ſay it was 
Accident, others ſay Deſign, and diſpute it warm- 
ly; but all Sides agree, in one Particular-—- 
that the Houſe is burned. 

I ſend you the Paper you defire. The laſt 
Period is more of political, than divine Reaſon- 
ing: however I picked it uß in a Body of Divi- 
nity. + 
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On CxNSsU RING UNHEARD. 


There is a certain Malignity in human Na- 
ture, which I only juſt hint at, leaving it to Phi- 
loſophers to account for, that prompts People to 
give Credit to the firſt unfavourable Report of 
others, to cenſure without Proof, and to con- 
demn unheard. This natural Tyranny that Men 
have uſurped over one another, is a ſevere O 
preſſion, in many of the common Caſes of Life; 
even where this Power cannot be extended to 
very dangerous or fatal Conſequences; but a 
Man muſt be little read in Hiſtory, who is not 
able to quote ſeveral Inſtances of Perſons, whoſe 
Characters, Fortunes, and Lives have been ſa- 
cri ficed to an Injuſtice of this Kind, When the 
ſuppoſed Offence becomes a general Concern, the 
moſt perfect Innocence may not be ſufficient to 
vindicate an imaginary Delinquent; and many 
unhappy Perſons, who ſhould have been acquit- 
ted by public Juftice, have thus fallen Victims 
to popular Clamour. 13 

Theſe Thoughts have occurred to me, upon 
conſidering the Situation of a. certain eminent 
Perſon, now labouring under the heavy. Weight 
of national Obloquy ; and one who has, in my 
Opinion, been too prematurely judged ; not only 
by the common Voice, but by ſome of the high- 
er Powers, whoſe Ingenuouſneſs, Capacity, and 
Reſpe& to their own Dignity, ſhould have in- 
ſpired with ſuch Reflections as theſe, inſtead of. 
ſuffering them to bear criminal Teſtimony by 
Implication, and confirming the Prejudices of a 
People, by miniſterial Cenſure.“ 

"> Character 


* He was diſmiſſed from all Employ, Civil and: 
Military, before any Tryal, 


248 LETTERS between 


Character is more eſtimable than Life, be- 
cauſe it's Duration is longer; and that without 
this invaluable Support, Life is itſelf a Burden: 
but there is a peculiar Character, ſtill dearer to 
us, than any other; namely, in Woman, Cha- 
ſtity, and Bravery in Man. In the Profeſſion of 
a Soldier this latter becomes yet more character- 
iſtic; and how precious muſt that Reputation be, 
in which our Manhood, Honour, and our Duty, 
are in one conjoined. This Conſideration is fo 
powerful, that to it we ſacrifice our Eaſe, our 
4 Pleaſure, our Health, our Lives Sang 
And ſhall this beſt Intereſt in Life, this Re- 
ſpe& beyond the Grave, this ſweet Breath of Im- 
mortality, be wreſted from us, without the ful- 
leſt Proof, the faireſt 'I'ryal? This I may pre- 
ſume to deem an Act againſt the Laws of God 
ard Man, never to be juſtified, even by a pre- 
vious Conſciouſneſs of an Offender's Guilt, God 
fectly knew our firft Parent's Crime, yet con- 
deſcended to expoſtulate with him, before Sen- 
tence; and Chriſt will fit in Judgment on Man- 
kind, not for Information of their Sins, but to 
preſerve even the outward Form, of ſacred Juſ- 
tice, 


R. D. 


L E T- 


Henry and Frances. 249 


LETTER DLXIL 


HENRY fo FRANCES. 


EXPECT a Summons from Maculla, the 

next Tide, but that Portion of Time, which 
is more peculiarly dedicated to you, every Poſt, 
ſhall be now employed, as uſual. 

When I was looking over my Papers, for the 
Writing you deſired in your laſt Letter, I met 
with two others, in the ſame Strain of officious 
Humanity, upon Occaſions where I had no other 
Concern, than that of general Benevolence. The 
Perſons, even their Names, I was totally unac- 
quainted with, *till I heard of their Misfortunes. 

There is Something very delightful in a Turn 
of Mind of this Sort; the Pleaſure riſes even to 
Senſuality. I ſolemnly declare that I would rea- 
dily ſubmit to be the moſt wretched Man, now 
alive, on Condition that there ſhould be no other 
Perſon in the World unhappy. 

I ſend you the two Papers incloſed, and you 
may ſhew them to our Friend V „ as he has. 
ſome moral Virtues, ihough no great Devotee. 


Adieu |! 
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T & CHRONISCSLE. 


On Syxciat Bailrrrs. 


In your Number 406, there is a nice Tryal re- 
ported, of John Stevenſon, for killing a Perſon 
that aſſiſted at an Arreſt, under the Sanction of a 
Special Warrant, I am no Lawyer, and ſhall not 
therefore, pretend to ſay, whether Mr. Stevenſon 
ought, in ſtrict Juſtice, to be acquitted or. not; 
but I moſt ſincerely pity the Circumſtances of 
this unhappy Man, and wiſh that he may have 
the good Fortune to eſcape, through the Inter- 
pretation of the Law, on the ſpecial Verdict. 
In what a pitiable Dilemma does a Man ſtand, 
who is reduced to this fad Alternative, to reſign 
his own Liberty, or take another's Life ? The 
Occaſion may be ſudden, moral Deductions flow. 
It is natural to reſiſt an immediate Evil, though 
RefleQions on the greater conſequential Ills, may 
induce us to ſubmit : But a Perſon under the in- 
ſtant Terror of loſing, perhaps for ever, the 
choiceſt Bleſſing of Life ; nay, Liberty is more 
precious, for to this chiefly, Life itſelf owes all 
it's Sweetneſs ; I ſay, that a Perſon, in ſuch dif- 
ficult Circumſtances, may not be ſuppoſed to en- 
joy the free Uſe of his logical Faculties, If a 

an ſhould make a Longe=at the greateſt Philo- 
ſopher, with a red-hot Poker, he would certain- 
ly parry, in Carte or Tierce, though he were 
jammed in between two Sacks of Gun-powder. 

But this is not the Subject that I had in Con- 
templation, when I ſat down to write « I meant 


to enter into a Diſquiſition upon the Nature or 
Uſage 


* 
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Uſage of a ſpecial Warrant ; to which Point I 
ſhall immediately proceed. 
From an Idea of our natural Love of Liberty, 


the Wiſdom of the Legiſlature has thought it 


expedient, to put the Perſon of a Debtor, into- 
the Power of his Creditor, as a more ſpeedy and 
effectual Method, from the Dread or Uneaſineſs 
of Confinement, to compel Payment, than any 
of the other Proceſſes of the Law, might induce 
him to. But, as a Warfare of this Sort too of- 
ten raiſes a Spirit of Animoſity, between the 
Parties, which might be fatal or oppreſſive, if 
the executive Power ſhould be intruſted with the 
Creditor, the Laws have provided a ſafe Medium, 
between Plaintiff and Defendant, certain impar- 
tial Perſons, of good Character and Condition in 
their 2 namely, the reſpective Sheriffs of 
thoſe Coynties, into which the Writs ſhall be if- 
ſued : And the political Reaſon for direQing them 
to the Sheriffs, may be, that as they are, or ought 
to be, Men well known and eſteemed in their Coun- 
ty, Ignorance of'their Perſons or Authority, can- 
not be pleaded, ſo that Reſiſtance may he deemed 
an Overt-Aft of Rebellion; and alſo, that they 
may be able to levy a ſufficient Poſſe Comitatis 
torender Oppoſition vain. 3 

The Legiſlature likewiſe deſigned that theſe 
Sheriffs ſhould be alſo of ſufficient Fortune, to 
countervail the Plaintiffs, for all Debts recovered 
upon Writs, Executions, or other Proceſs, againſt 
Body or Goods ; and to be reſponſible, at the 
ſame Time, to the Defendants, in Caſe of falſe 
Arreſt, Oppreſſion, or Extortiomſg- 

The Sheriffs may find the Buſineſs of their Of- 
fice, too much for them to exegute alone, or may 
not have competent Knowledge of the Laws, to 

— enable 
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enable them to perform the Truſt, properly, 
with Safety to themſelves, and Juſtice to the 
Public ; therefore, they have a Power of ap- 
pointing a Deputy, or Sub-Sheriff, who ſhould 
be ſome active Perſon, experienced in Buſineſs, 
reſident in the County, and who enters into 
ſufficient Security for his juſt Adminiſtration, in 
the Office. | 

There are, alſo, under their immediate Com- 
mand, a Set of Bailiffs, continued in Employ, 
generally from one Sheriff to another, during 
their Lives ; who beſides being obliged frequent- 
ly to travel through the County, to ſummon the 
Inhabitants to Afizes, Seſſions, Courts of Inquiry, 


&c. muſt be univerſally known to at under 


the Authority of the Sheriff or his Deputy. 

There are, moreover, in each County, a cer- 
tain Number of Aſſiſtants, or ſufplemental Offi- 
cers, ſtyled Corners, who are alſo Checks upon 
the Partiality, or Neglect of the Sheriffs; for 
when a Writ is returned, with a Non Inventus, 
the Plaintiff may have it renewed tothem, and 
put it into which ſoever of their Hands he thinks 
proper; And what I have ſaid with Regard to 
Sheriffs, may relate to theſe too. 

Thus far, methinks, the Legiſlature has taken 
all the Precaution that the Nature, or Reaſon 
of this difficult Proceſs, would admit of ; nor 


can the Creditor have further Redreſs, againſt. 


the Debtor's Perſon, without the manifeſt Hazard 
of infringing upon the general Liberty and Safe- 
ty of the Subject; for oblerve how all the nice 
Conduct, and prudent Policy of this executive 
Branch of the Legiſlature, is ſet at novght, 
by = dangerous Latitude of a ſpecial 3 z 
or from ſuch clandeſtine Proceeding, few Men 


can ſay that their Purſe, their Erberty, or Life 
itſelf, 
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itſelf, is ſafe. Inſtead of reſponſible Officers, 


whoſe Authority is well known and acquieſced 
in, ſome obcure Rufhan ſtarts like à Chi- 
neſe Actor, and declares the Role he is impow- 
ered to perform, in the political Drama. f May 
not a Perſon, by this Means, be thrown into 
the Power of his moſt inveterate Enemy, who 
may. treat him with Inſolence, Inttumanity, and 
Extortion ? For all which, it may be impoſſible 
to have any Manner of Redreis : The Offender 
may be too mean for Reſentment ; his Charac- 
ter already too ſcandalous to be expoſed ; and 
Scoundrels may do many Things within the 
Sanction of Laws, that they would deſerve to 
be gibbetted for, in Morals. 

It may be here urged, that as ſpecial Warrants 
muſt be granted by the Sheriffs, or Coroners, 
who being under the Character and Circumſtances 
that I have before ſuppoſed, they will uſe all pro- 
per Precaution, in transferring ſuch Powers, and 
never yield them, except to Perſons of whom 
they have a moral Certainty, or from whom they 
ſhall firſt take reaſonable Security, that they will 
act in this Province, agreeably to the Truſt re- 
poſed, and to the Character of the Office. 

But, how can this Pretence be ſupported ? 
The Principal, in this Cafe, is not made the 
ſpecial Bailiff, but ſome Footman, or other of- 
cious Dependant, of his. This eſpecial Perſon 
then, will behave himſelf according to his own 
Character, nct his Maſter's, and the unhappy 

Culprit 


+ In the Chineſe Plays every Actor, at his Firſt Ap- 
pearance on the Stage, acquaints the Audience with 
his Character, and the Part allotted to him, in the 
Performance. 
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Culprit muſt be ſubje& to the vile Manners, and 
corrupt Morals, of a baſe Hireling, who, big 
with his upſtart Power, may moreover think to 
recommend himſelf to his Patron, by all the 
mean Inſults againſt his Antagoniſ, as ſuch a 
Wretch may deem him, that his new Authority 
may afford him the Opportunity of exerting. 
Now, this is ſuppoſing even the beſt of the 
Matter, that a ſpecial Warrant has been, bond 
„ Zranted, and guarded in the moſt cautious 
Manner poſſible : But then, may not ſuch a War- 


rant be pretended? May not an artful Manager 


of Elections, having ſifted out the ſeveral Debts 
of the EleQors, employ People to perſonate ſpe- 
cial Bailiffs, and arreſt them as they are going to 
the Poll, counterfeiting Writs, Sc. The Pri- 
ſoners are left at Liberty, after the Job is ſerv- 
ed, and upon Eclairciſſement with their Credi- 
tors, they diſcover the Impoſition ; but whom 
are they to have their Remedy againſt? Ano- 
nymous Strangers! You are under. a Cove- 
nant to fulk] a Contract, on a certain Day, and 
have perfected a Security for a conſiderable Pe- 
nalty; you are in Debt, and ſome Party, intereſt- 
ed in your Defailance, employs. a mock Special; 
you ſubmit to the Arreſt, forfeit your Recognizance, 
and are defeated in your Contract. A Man is in 
Debt, a Highwayman or Bravo gets into the Se- 
cret, aſſumes the ſpecial Bailiff, takes him aſide, 
and plunders, or murders him, at Leiſure, with- 
out Interruption or Hazard. Raviſhers and For- 
tune-Hunters may alſo avail themſelves of this 


dangerous Pretence ! In ſhort, Mr. Chronicle, I 


ſhould take up the whole Compaſs of your Paper, 
if I was to continue a Detail of the many op- 
preſſive, partial, and diſhoneſt Methods, which 
might 

0 
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might ſafely be purſued, under the Sanction or 
Pretence of a ſpecial Warrant. | 
But, has the Plaintiff a Right to demand a ſpe- 
cial Warrant, or not? If he has a Right, it 
cannot be refuſed; and then all the unhappy 
Conſequences that I have ſuppoſed, may follow, 
to the manifeſt Danger of Liberty, Property, 
Chaſtity, and Life. If he has no legal Right 
to the Claim, why ſhould it be ever partially in- 
dulged ? Either the Plaintiff ought to be at Li- 
berty to demand Redreſs upon the Refuſal, or 
the Defendant intitled to an Injunction againſt 
it's Operation, or to his Remedy againſt the Of- 
ficer who grants it. 
My Reaſon for troubling you with this Letter, 
15, to apply, through the Channel of your Paper, 
to ſome of the Learned in the Law, among 
your Readers and Correſpondents, for their Opi- 
nion upon the Point here ſtarted ; whether the 
granting of a ſpecial Warrant be warrantable by 
Law, or only a Privilege aſſumed by Sheriffs or 
Coroners, with a View of accumulating Fees of 
Office? And, if the Laws, as they ſtand at pre- 
ſent, either by Statute, or allowed Uſage, do 
admit of this Procedure, humbly to propoſe to 
the Conſideration of the Legiſlature, on Account 
of the unconſtitutional Conſequences above hint- 
ed at, to have this hazardous Licence reſcinded 
from the legal Proceſs, for the future. 


R. G. 


P. S. Since the above Letter was publiſhed, I 
have been informed that Lord Coke ſays, That 
© an Officer giveth /ufficient Notice, what he is, 
* when he ſaith to the Party, I arreſt you in the 

* King's 
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King's Name; and in ſuch Caſe, the Party, 
© at bis Peril, ought to obey him, though he 
© knoweth him not to be an Officer. Does not 
ſo ſevere an Interpretation of this Law ſupply 
an Argument ſtill! ſtronger than any I have uſed, 
to ſhew the Neceſſity or Expediency of having 
ſome Regulation, in this Caſe made and provided, 
at preſent, ſince it happened to be neglected 
at the Revolution. The Abuſe of ſpecial War- 
rants has been lately wreſted out of the Hands of 
a Miniſter, but the ſafer Inſtrument of a ſpecial 
Bailiff, has been left him ſtill, For in the firſt 


Uſage, he muſt appear, but in the latter, he can 


avoid being ever traced, | 
N. B. Mr. Stevenſon was acquitted upon the 
ſpecial Verdi &. 


MR. 
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R. King, a Tanner, who lived in James's- 

Street, Dublin, had ſeveral incloſed Fields, 
at the Back of his Houſe. The Mob uſed to 
hurle there, on every St. James's Fair-day, break 
down all his Fences, and do him much Damage, 
of ſeveral Kinds, He got an Order for a Guard, 
once, under the Command of the Sub-Sheriff ; 
upon which a Riot aroſe, and King deſired the 
Sheriff to give Orders to fire; by which a Man 
was killed. The Sheriff fled, King ſtood his 
Tryal, and was condemned ; but after much In- 
tereſt being made, he firſt obtained a Reprieve, 
and then a Pardon. 

While this Matter was depending before Go- 
vernment, the following Paper was written, to 
the Secretary of Lord Harrington, then Lord 
Lieutenant of Ireland, 


SIR, 


I am pleaſed to hear that his Excellency has 
been ſo compaſſionate to grant a Reprieve to the 
unhappy Man now lying under Sentence of Death, 
becauſe I hope it is an Earneſt of his Majeſty's 
Pardon being further extended toward him. 

The Man himſelf, I know not, except by 
Character, which is ſo good, that I hear almoſt 
all Ranks, and even corporate Bodies, have ap- 
— on his Behalf. And, ſurely, as all legal 

enalties are not inflicted from ſo unchriſtian a 
Motive as Reſentment, for Miſchief done, as in 
Terrorem, to preſerve the Peace and Welfare of 
Society, for the future; when that Society, for 

whoſe 


0 
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whoſe Security ſuch Laws are made, ſhall, upon 
particular Occaſions, apply in Favour of a De- 
linquent, I think in Reaſon and Equity, that 
they may expect the Letter of the Law to be re- 
mitted at their Inſtance, if what I have ſaid be 
the genuine Spirit of it. | 

Theſe Circumſtances plead ſtrongly on his 
Part; an honeſt Man, in both a farming, and 
mercantile Way of Life, ſtruggling for his own, 
his Wife's and his Children's Bread, has his Pro- 
perty, every Year, invaded by a lawleſs Mob : 


After having ineffeQuually tried what he alone 


could do, to defend himſelf, he firſt applied to 
Council, for Advice, and then to the legal Power, 
for Redreſs. If after ſuch cautious and prudent 
Deliberation, he has happened to exceed the Let- 
ter of the Law, his whole Proceeding muſt ac- 
quit him of Malice, though it leaves him ac- 
countable for an Indiſcretion. The Sub-Sheriff, 
who ought to have underſtood the Law, and his 
own Commiſſion, better, is certainly the proper 
Delinquent here. Mr. King, afterwards ſurren- 
dering himſelf, contrary to Opinion of Council, 
is a farther Circumſtance, to prove, at leaſt, that 
he was not conſcious of any criminal Action, and 
being able to ſay, with Oedipus, 


My Hands were guilty, but my Heart was free. 


bravely threw himſelf on God, and his Country, 
ſubmitted his Actions to the Severity of the Law, 
and his Life to the Clemency of the Govern- 
ment ; and a more critical Time could not have 
happened for that Purpoſe, as Mercy is the Cha- 
racteriſtic of a gallant Soldier, which is a Cha- 
raQer univerſally attributed to his Majeſty, and 
his Delegate here. 

The 
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The pardoning of this unfortunate Man, on 
the ſole Merit of a good Reputation, muſt be at- 
tended with many happy Effects. It will, per- 
haps, be an uſe | Leffon to Men, to find how 
far a Character may, ſome Time or other avail 
them, on critical Occaſions. The Vices of Man- 
kind too generally proceed from a Negligence, 
with Regard to this Point, The meer Beauty of 
Virtue is not glaring enough to affect ſhort-ſight- 
ed Minds, with the Charms of it's ſole moral 
Good, unleſs ſome natural Benefit can, at the ſame 
Time, be perceived to attend it. Men may be 
awakened then, when they find that Advantages 
may accrue from a moral Behaviour before, as 
well as after Death. 

I need not make any Apology to you, Sir, for 
giving you an Occaſion of recommending an hu- 
_ Action, which is the ſole Deſign of this 

etter, 


Jam, &c. 


R. G. 


